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The extracts from the * Metamorphoses * are, with one 
exception (marked "C"), taken from Mr Henry King's 
admirable version of that poem (Blackwood & Sons, 
1871). The translations in Chapter 11. marked "D.," 
are from a volume to which Dryden and others con- 
tributed. A passage from the Epistle of Laodamia to 
Protesilaus, and also the Elegy on the death of Tibul- 
lus, both in the same chapter, are taken — the former, 
from a little collection of Translations and Poems by 
Miss E. Garland (Liverpool, 1842); the latter (a 
translation by Professor Nichol) from Mr James 
Cranstoun*s * Elegies of Tibullus.' For the other 
translations, except where an obligation is specially 
acknowledged, I am myself responsible. 

As regards the banishment of the Poet, I have to 
express my obligations to an article by Dr Dyer, pub- 
lished in the ' Classical Museum.' 

A. C. 
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CHAPTER L 

EARLY LIFE — THE AUGUSTAN AGE OF BOMAN 

IJ^VE-POETRY. 

Ovid, like Horace, is his own biographer. In some 
respects he is even more communicative than his 
fellow-poet. Horace, for instance, is reticent, as a 
rule, about his own compositions. The writer of the 
Odes might, for all we know, be a different man fix)m 
the author of the Satires or the author of the Epistles. 
Ovid, on the contrary, takes good care that his readers 
should be well acquainted with the list of his works. 
Then, again, there is something very shadowy and 
unreal about the beauties to whom Horace pours forth 
his passion or his reproaches. Lydia, Ghloe, Barine, 
Lalage, Glycera — there is scarcely one of them all 
whom we may venture to pronounce anything more 
than a creation of the poet's fancy. But Ovid's 
Corinna, the one mistress to whom he dedicates his 
song, is only too real Who she was, of what rank 
A. 0.8.8. , voL iL A 
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and character, the learned have disputed; hut that 
she was a real personage no one douhts. And then 
he gives us the most copious and exact information 
ahout his hirthplace, his family, his education, his 
marriage, his fortunes in general. Yet, for all this, 
the personality of the man himself seems to elude us. 
Some one has said that we should recognise Horace 
were we to meet him in the street. Short and corpu- 
lent, the sunny and cheerful youthfulness of his face 
helying his white hair, his gay figure seems familiar 
to us. We are acquainted with all his tastes and 
hahits ; he confesses his faults ; his virtues show 
themselves. Ovid does not give us such confidences. 
The most exact statement that he ever makes ahout 
his own character — ^that though his verse was loose 
his life was pure — we must be pennitted to disbelieve. 
The real Ovid is almost as unknown to us as is the 
real Virgil. Nevertheless, there is more to be said of 
him than can be contsiined within the limits of this 
volume. And here it may be said, once for all, that 
much will have to be omitted, not only for want of 
space, but for yet more imperative reasons of morality 
and good taste. 

PuBLius OviDius Naso was born at Sulmo, a town 
in Peligni, a district of Northern Italy which took its 
name from one of the Samnite tribes. The Sanmites, 
Rome^s stoutest antagonist in her early struggles for 
the supremacy of Italy, nearly overthrew her empire 
when it had been extended over all the shores of the 
Mediterranean. It was with the Marsi, the neigh- 
bours of the Peligni on the west, that the war of the 
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Italian allies against Home, commonly called by his- 
torians the Social War, began. Ovid recounts, with 
a pride which may seem strange in a loyal Roman, 
the part which his own countrymen had taken in 
the struggle — 

" Whom freedom's voice to noble warfare led, 
When their own allies were the Romans' dread." 

But in truth the poet was not venturing on any 
dangerous ground in thus writing. The cause of the 
allies had been closely connected with the cause of the 
democracy. And the Roman empire, like another 
empire of our own times, had inherited the democratic 
traditions. "Their cause," says Velleius Paterculus, 
a younger contemporary of Ovid, and conspicuous 
for his flattery of Augustus and Tiberius, "was as 
righteous as their fate was terrible, for they sought 
to be citizens of the state whose sway they defended 
with their swords." The emperors would find no 
offence in sympathy with the opponents of that aris- 
tocracy on the ruins of whose power their own throne 
was founded. The poet speaks more than once of 
the fertility and healthfulness of his native district. 
These blessings it chiefly owed to its copious and uji- 
failing streams. Its pastures never dried up, even 
ujider the scorching suns of an Italian summer. Its 
water-meadows are specially mentioned. It produced 
wheat in abundance ; and its light fine soil was even 
better adapted for the vine and the olive. The town 
of Sulmo boasted a high antiquity. A fanciful etymo- 
logy found in the word the name of a companion of 
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jEneas, sprung from the Phrygian Solymi,* to whom 
that chieftain had given one of hia daughters in mar- 
riage. It took tho side of the vanquished party in 
the struggle hetween Marius and Sulla, and suffered 
cruelly in consequence. More fortunate in the next 
civil war, it opened its gates to Julius CEesar. Ovid 
(he always called himself Naao t) helonged to one of 
the oldest famihes in this town. It was of equestrian 
or knightly rank, and had possessed this distinction 
for many generations. "In my family," he says, 
" you will find knights up through aa endless line of 
ancestry ; " and he looks down, just aa among ourselves 
a baronet looks down on a knight, on men who had 
won that honour for themselves. 

" I never cHmbed, not I, from step to step." 
And he complains loudly to the faithless Corinna — 

" SoQie knight, with wealth by wounds but newly earned, 
Full-fed on slaughter, is preferred tome!" 

The poet was bom on March the 20tb, 43 e.c. He 
marks the year by speaking of it as that 

" In which both coniuls met an equal fate." 
These consuls were Ilirtius and Fansa, both of whom 
perished at the siege of Mutina, fighting against Mark 
Antony. The Eoman Kepubhc virtually perished with. 



e origin viea aadgDed, on cquaJIj good grounds, to 
JeruBalam. " HieroBoljma " was, of course, the Bocred (hieros) 
dty of the Sniymi I 
f Moat of tlie nriters who mention him follow the same 
bat Tiicitus and the Yonngei SenccA speak of him. us 
Ovidius. 
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them, thougli we may "be sure that had they lived they 
could not have prolonged its existence. Ovid's birth 
coincides appropriately enough with the beginning 
of the imperial system. The day is noted as being 
the second of the five days* festival to Minerva 
(March 19-23). Minerva was the patroness of learn- 
ing ; and Juvenal tells us that ambitious young schol- 
ars were wont at this time to address to images of 
the goddess which cost them a penny of their pocket- 
money their prayers for success and fame. He had a 
brother who was his elder by exactly a year — 

" A double birthday-offering kept the day." 

The brothers were carefully educated, and were sent 
at an early age to the best teachers in Eome. Their 
father intended that both should follow the profession 
of an advocate. The intention suited the inclinations 
of the elder ; the heart of the youngest was otherwise 
inclined. He wrote verses "by stealth," just as 
Frank Osbaldistone wrote them in the counting-house 
at Bordeaux. And Ovid's father was just as con- 
temptuous as the elder Osbaldistone of the unprofit- 
able pursuit. The poet says that he was moved by 
the paternal admonitions, — admonitions which indeed 
there were obvious ways of enforcing. He applied 
himself seriously to the business of learning his pro- 
fession. The best known of those who have been 
mentioned as his teachers were Porcius Latro, by 
birth a Spaniard, who had migrated to Eome under 
the patronage of Augustus, and Arellius Fuscus, a 
rival professor of the rhetorical art. It was Latro's 



practice to teach bis pupils by declaiming before 
tbem ; ruacus, vdtb what ive may conjecture to have 
been a more effective method, made the youths them- 
selves declaim. The Elder Seneca * speaks of having 
heard Ovid perform such an exercise before Fuscus. 
"His speech," he says, "could not then be called 
anything else than poetry out of metre." But he adds 
that the poet bad while a student a high reputation 
as a declaimer ; and he speaks strongly in praise of 
the particular diaconrse ■which he had himself hap- 
pened to hear, describing it aa one of marked ability, 
though somewhat wanting in order. The poetical 
character of the young atndont's oratory — a character 
quite out of keeping, it should be remarked, with the 
genius of Latin eloquence — exactly suita what Ovid 
aaya of himself — 

"Whate'er I sought to say was still in verse ;" 
which may be paraphrased by Pope's famous line — 

" I lisped in numbers, for the numbers came." 
Seneca further tells us that he had a special fondness 
for dealing with moral themes, and he gives some in- 
teresting instances of expressions in the poems which 
were borrowed from the declamations of his master, 
Latro. The brothers assumed, in due time, the toga, 
or distinguishing dress of manhood.t This robe, as 
Bona of a knight of ancient family, and aspirants, it was 

• He WIS the father of the Younger Seneca, Nero's tutor, 
and of Galllo, the proconsul of Achaia (Acta xviiL ), and grand- 
father of the poet Lncan. 

t This waa commonly done on completing the sisteenth year. 
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presumed, to public life, they were permitted to wear 
with the broad edge of purple which distinguished the 
senator. The elder brother died immediately after 
completing his twentieth year, and this event removed 
the objection which the father had made to the indul- 
gence of Ovid's poetical tastes. The feunily property, 
which was not of more than moderate extent, would 
not have to be divided, and there was no longer any 
necessity why the only son should follow a lucrative 
profession. 

About this time we may place Ovid's visit to Athens. 
A single line contains all the mention that he makes of 
it^ but this informs us that he went there for purposes 
of study. What particular study he followed we do 
not know. It could scarcely have been moral philoso- 
phy, which Horace tells us had been his own favourite 
subject there ; rhetoric he had probably, by this time, 
resolved to abandon. But Athens, which may be de- 
scribed as the university of the Eoman world, doubt- 
less contained professors of the helles lettres, as well as 
of severer studies ; and we may feel sure that the poet 
took this opportunity of perfecting his knowledge of 
the Greek literature and language. Possibly his stay 
at Athens was followed or interrupted by a tour which 
he made in company with the poet Macer, the younger 
of that name, whose friendship he retained until the 
end of his Hfe. This tour included the famous Greek 
cities of western Asia Minor. As Macer found the sub- 
ject of his verse in the Trojan war, the friends proba- 
bly visited the site of the famous city. Ovid, we know, 
was once there; and, in these days of Trojan dis- 
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ooveriea, it may be interesting to remember that he 
apeaka of himself as having seen the temple of Pallas. 
From Asia Minor they passed to Sicily, where they 
Bpent the greater part of a year ; — a happy time, to 
which Ovid, addressing his old companions, in one of 
the letters of his exile, turns with pathetic regret. 

Eetuming to the capital, he did not at once give up 
the proapect of a public career. On the contrary, he 
sought same of the minor offices in which the aspirant 
for promotion commonly began his course. We find 
him filling a post which seems singularly incongruous 
with his tastes and pursuits. He was made one of the 
Triumviri Capitales, officials who combined, to a certain 
degree, the duties of our police magistrates and under- 
sheriffs. They took the preliminary examination in 
cases of serious crimes, exercised a summary jurisdic- 
tion, both civil and criminal, in causes where slaves, or 
other persons not citiseiia, were concerned, inspected 
prisons, and superintended the execution of criminals. 
There were other Triumviri, however, who had duties 
connected with the coining of money, and Ovid's words 
are so vague as to leave it uncertain which of the two 
offices he filled. He also afterwards hecame a mem- 
her of the " Court of the Hundred," which had an ox- 
tensive and important jurisdiction in both civil and 
criminal matters. In this he was promoted to be one 
of the ten superintendents (decemviri) who fonned tho 
council of the presiding judge. He seems also to have 
occasionally acted as an arbitrator or referee. The pro- 
fession of an advocate he never followed. An expres- 
sion that has been sometimes taken to mean that he did 
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SO, really refers to his position in the Court of the 
Hundred. " The fate of men accused," he says, seek- 
ing to prove to Augustus that he had been a man of 
integrity, " was intrusted to me without damage." He 
was now one of the " Twenty " who were regarded as 
candidates for the higher offices in the state, and for 
seats in the senate,* and who enjoyed the distinction 
of sitting among senators in the orchestra seats of the 
circus and the amphitheatre. The time soon came 
when he had definitely to choose whether he would fol- 
low public life, or rather that shadow of it which was left 
to Eoman citizens under the Empire. Members of the 
" Twenty," on attaining their twenty-fourth year, be- 
came eligible for the qusestorship, an office connected 
with the revenue — the lowest in grade of the magis- 
tracies, properly so called, but giving a seat in the 
senate. Ovid declined to become a candidate for the 
office. He exchanged the broad purple stripe which 
he had worn as a possible senator, for the narrower 
stripe which belonged to his hereditary rank as a 
knight. We must now regard him as a private gentle- 
man of Eome, well-bom, and of respectable but not 
ample means. His parents were still living, and he 
hints in one place that he had to content himself 
with a moderate allowance. 

Very early in life, when, as he says himself he was 
" almost a boy," Ovid was married to a wife probably 

* The "Twenty" were made up in this way : three Commis- 
sioners of Police (the Triumviri Capitales, mentioned before), 
three Commissioners of the Mint, four Commissioners of Eoads, 
and ten Superintendents of the Court of the Hundred. 
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chosen for him hy hia father. The matcli, he gives ua 
to understand, brought him neither honour nor profit. 
Probably her conduct waa not without reproach, and. 
her fortune did not answer his expectations. She was 
speedily divorced. Another ^rife was soon found by 
him or for liim. All that we know of her is, that she 
was a native of the Etmrian town of FaliscL He con- 
fesses that he had no fault to find with her ; but the 
second marriage was, nevertheless, of as short duration 
as the first. It is easy to gather the cause from the 
poet's own confessions about himself 

The literary society o-f which the young poet now 
found himself a recognised member, was perhaps the 
most brilliant which has ever been collected in one 
place. The Athena of Pericles in one point surpassed 
it in the magnitude of individual genius. But in ex- 
tent, in variety of literary power, the Eome of Augustus 
stands pre-eminent in the liistory of letterd. That 
pre-eminence, indeed, has been recorded in the name 
which it has bequeathed to following times. 

"Augustan" ia the epithet that Las been applied in 
more than one instance to the age in which a national 
literature has attained its greatest development. In our 
own history it signifies the period of which Pope was 
in poetry the most brilliant repreaentative. Used of 
Roman literature, it may be taken to denote, speaking 
Homewhat loosely, the former half of the reign of Au- 
gustus. Virgil, Livy, Horace, Sallust, the greatest of 
the names which adorned it, had grown to manhood 
while the Eepuhhc still stood ; Ovid, who may be said 
to close the period, was, as we have seen, bom 
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last day of Eoman freedom. Bat, indeed, the best 
days of the Augustan age had almost passed when 
Ovid became a member of the literary society of the 
capitaL The man who was, in one sense, its ruling 
spirit, no longer possessed the power which he had 
used so generously and wisely for the encouragement 
of genius. For in this case, as in so many others, the 
ruler has usurped the honour which belongs to the 
minister. It was Maecenas, not Augustus, who made 
the imperial court the abode of letters. The emperor 
deserves only the credit of possessing culture sufficient 
to appreciate the genius which his minister had discov- 
ered. But the power of Maecenas did not last beyond 
the first ten years of Augustus's reign. Though not 
ostensibly disgraced, he no longer shared, or indeed 
could have desired to share — so bitter was the wrong 
which he had suffered firom his master — the emperor's 
fiiendship. Though still nominally a Councillor of 
State, he had actually retired into private life. Ee- 
taining, if we may judge from what we know of 
Horace, the private friendship of those whom he had 
assisted, he no longer bestowed his patronage on rising 
genius. We find, accordingly, that Ovid never men- 
tions his name. JtTor was the young poet ever admit- 
ted to the intimacy of Augustus, whose court probably 
somewhat changed its tone after the retirement of the 
great literary minister. 

For the older poets, whom he was privileged to see 
or know, Ovid describes himself as having felt an 
unbounded veneration : — 

" In every bard I saw a form divine.'' 
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" Virgil I did hut see " (a phrase which has hecome 
almost proverbial*), he says, in hia intereating account 
of hia poetical acquaintances and frienda. Vii^ eet- 

I tainly visited Eome some time between the years b.o, 
23, when Marcellua died,t and B.C. 20, the date of hia 
own death, for he recited before the imperial family 
the magnificent eulogy on the young prince which 
odoms the sixth book of the .35^neiil, Very likely it 
Traa on thia occasion that Ovid saw him. His habita 
— for be loved the country aa truly as did Horace — 
and the feeblenesa of hia health, seem to have made 
him a stranger at Eome during the latter years of hia 
life. 

Another great contemporary Ovid mentions in theae 

I irords — 

" The tuneful Horace held our eara enchained." 

"Tuneful," indeed, is a word which but feebly ex- 
presses the original epithet {mimerasus}. " That mas- 
ter of melody " is a more adequate rendering, and it is 
fit praise for one who had no predecessor or successor 
among his countrymen in his power of versification. 
There is nothing to indicate the existence of any friend- 
ship between the two poets. Horace was by more 
than twenty years the elder, and was beginning to 
-weary of the life of pleasure upon which the younger 
I man was just entering. 

Not a single line has been preserved of three other 
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of the poets whom Ovid regarded with such reverence. 

PONTICUS — 

" For epic song renowned " — 
wrote a poem in heroic — i.e., hexameter — ^verse on the 
war of the " Seven against Thebes." Time has been pe- 
culiarly cruel to the world in not suffering it to survive, 
if we are to trust Propertius, who affirms, " as he hopes 
to be happy," that Ponticus was a match for Homer 
himself. Of Bassus we absolutely know nothing but 
what Ovid tells us, that he was famous for his dramatic 
verse. .^Emilius Macer, of Yerona, a fellow-countryman, 
and, as Ovid expressly mentions that he was much his 
own junior, probably a contemporary of Catullus, wrote 
poems, doubtless modelled after Greek originals, on 
birds, and noxious serpents, and the healing qualities 
of herbs. Another Macer, who has been mentioned 
already as Ovid's companion in travel, wrote about the 
Trojan war. Of Domitius Marsus, an elegiac poet, 
time has spared a beautiful epigram commemorat- 
ing the death of Tibullus. It would be easy to pro- 
long the Hst. In the last of his " Letters from the 
Pontus," Ovid names, each with a phrase descriptive 
of his genius or his work, the poets contemporary with 
himself. There are about thirty of them. Of some 
we *do not know even the names, the poet having 
thought it sufficient to mention or allude to their prin- 
cipal works. Many of these who are named we do not 
find mentioned elsewhere, and Ovid's brief phrase is all 
that is left of them. The works of all have either per- 
ished altogether or survive in insignificant fragments.* 

* The reader will be glad to see a noble utterance that has 
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Burmann, the most learaed of Ovid's editors, says 
of Maxiimis Cotta, the last on the list, — ■" Him. and 
Capella and others ohlivion has overwhehned with 
inexorable night. Would that these poets, or, at 
least, the beet part of them, had come down to ua, and 
other foolish and useless books had remained sunk in 



Happily for ua, a kinder fate has spared the works of 
two out of the three poets whom Ovid has named aa 
hia predecessors and teachers in his own peculiar art of 
amatory verse. " He," says the poet, speaking of the 
untimelydeath of Tihullus, " was thy successor, Gallus ; 
PropertiuB was his; I was myself the fourth in the 
order of time." The same collocation of names is re- 
peated more than once, and never without expreesiona 
that indicate the pride which Ovid felt in being asso- 
ciated with laen of such genius. This judgment has 
been ratified by modem taste. Some critics have not 
hesitated to prefer the happiest efforts of Tibullua and 
Propertius (the poems of Gallus have been entirely lost) 
to anything of the same kind that came from the pen of 
Ovid. The plan of this aeries includes, for obvious 
reasons of convenience, the works of TibuUus and Pro- 
pertius in the volume which will give an account of 
Catullus. They may be dismissed, for the present, 
with the briefest notice. Fate, says Ovid of Tihullus, 
refused the time which might have made us friends. 
The very elegant memorial vrhich ho dedicated to hia 

been preaarved of one of thpir mimber; "All that 
given still is mine " {Hoc hahco quodrfanque dcdi). 
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memory * is scarcely expressive of a personal sorrow. 
With. Propertius he was on terms of intimacy : — 

" To me by terms of closest friendship bound." 

"Friendship" indeed hardly expresses the term 
(sodaliiium) which the poet uses, and which implies 
a certain formal tie. Eeaders will remember that- in 
the ancient world, where there was seldom anything 
ennobling in the relation of the sexes, friendship as- 
sumed a dignity and importance which it scarcely pos- 
sesses in the social or moral systems of modem life. 
Of Gallus, the founder of the school, a longer account 
may be given. 

Caius Cornelius Gallus, bom at Fomm luHi (now 
Fr^jus, in the Kiviera), was, like Horace, of low birth, 
but received, like him, an education superior to his 
station. He studied under one ' of the best teachers of 
the age, and had Yirgil for one of his schooKellows. 
After the murder of Julius Caesar, he joined the party 
of Octavianus (better known by his later title of 
Augustus), and was appointed by him one of the three 
commissioners charged with the distribution of the 
confiscated lands of the North Italian colonies among 
the discharged veterans. In this capacity he had the 
opportunity of serving his old friend. Mantua, though 

« 

* Graceful and elegant as it is, it cannot be classed with the 
finest works of its kind. The " Lycidas " of Milton, the " Ad- 
onais " of Shelley, and Mr Matthew Arnold's ** Thyrsis," are all 
incomparably superior to it. It is entirely a work of art. 
There is little or nothing of personal feeling in it. 
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guiltlesa of any offence against the victorious party, 
■was included in the confiscation ; and the estate of 
Vii^Ll, whioh was situated in one of the neighbouring 
villages, was seized. Gallus exerted himself to get it 
restored to its owner. The poet repaid him hy moat 
graceful praise of the poetical powers which Gallus 
probably valued more than his reputation as a soldier. ' 
In one of his pastorals he makes the god SUenuB 
sing— 

" How Qallos, wandering by Permesaiaji streams. 
Some Muse conducted to th.' Aonian hills, 
And tow the tunefiil choir of Ph(Ebua rose 
To greet their mortal guest, while Linus epake, 
Old Linus, shepherd of the deathless song, 
His hair with flowers and hitter parsley crowned — 
' Take thou these pipes, the Muses' gift to thee, 
As erst their gift to Accra's aged baid ; 
With them he knew to draw from down the cliff 
The sturdy moimtain-ash trees. Sing on these 
How Grynia's grove was planted, till there stand 
No forest dearer to Apollo's heart.' " 

Another of the pastorals, the tenth and last, has the 
name of "Gallus" for its title, and celebrates in 
exquisite verse the unhappy passion of the soldier- 
poet for the faithless Lycoris. It has been thought, 
on the strength of a eomewhat obscure passage in 
Ovid's elegy on the death of Tibullus, that Gallus 
behaved in a less friendly manner to that poet. 
The departed bard, we are told, would 
fellow-singors CatuUus and Calvus iu the Elysiau 
fields — 
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" And thou too, (Jallus, if they did thee wrong, 
Who spake of friendship shamed, wilt join the throng." 

Tibullus certainly lost, and apparently failed to re- 
cover, a great part of his property ; and it has been 
conjectured that the influence of Gallus was used to 
obstruct restitution. Perhaps a more plausible ex- 
planation may be found in the circumstances that 
brought his career to an end. He had rendered great 
services in that final struggle with Mark Antony 
which put the undivided empire into the hands of 
Augustus, and was appointed in reward to the gov- 
ernment of Egypt, then for the first time a Koman 
province. This elevation turned, or was said to 
have turned, his head. Accused of having used in- 
sulting words about Augustus, he was recalled. Other 
charges were brought against him, and were investi- 
gated by the senate, with the result that his property 
was confiscated, and that he was sent into exile. 
Unable to bear the disgrace, he fell upon his sword. 
He was in his fortieth year. We can judge of his 
poetical merit only by the statements of his contem- 
poraries ; but if these are to be trusted, they were of 
the very highest order.* His amatory poems consisted 
of four books of elegies addressed to Lycoris. 

'' Gallus to east and west is known, and fame 
With Gallus joins his own Lycoris* name." 

One reflection strikes us forcibly as we compare 

* Qnintilian, however, says of his poetry that it was " some- 
what harsh." 

A.O.S.S., vol. ii. B 
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Ovid with. hia preilecesaota and contempornries — a re- 
flection whith, wliatcver the qualities in wliich they 
may be allowed to have excelled him, explains and 
justifies the liigher rank which ho has received in the 
judgment of posterity. He was cast, so to speak, in 
a laa^r mould, and made of etronger stuft Nothing 
ia more eignificant of this than the very superiority of 
Mb physical constitution. They almost without ex- 
ctiption (we are not speaking now of Horace and Virgil) 
passed away in the very prime of their youth. Ca- 
tullus died, when we do not know, hut certainly before 
the ^e which opened to a Eoman citizen the highest 
offices of state. He comes to meet Tibullua in the 
Elysian fields, " his youthful brows with ivy crowned." 
Calvus, his closest friend, died at thirty-six ; Gallus, 
Tibullus, Propertius, were not older when they passed 
away. Thefierypassionwhich shines through their verse, 
and which often givea it a more genuine ring than we 
find in Ovid's smoother song, consumed them. Ovid 
was more master of himself. Nor was his intellectual 
life limited to the expression of passion. His mind 
was braced by the severe studies that produced the 
'Transmutations' and the ' Eoman Calendar,' With 
this stronger, more practical, more varied intellect 
went along the more enduring physical frame. He 
had nearly reached hia sixtieth year before he suc- 
cumbed to the miseries and privations of a protracted 
exile. And sixty years of Eoman life correspond, it 
must be remembered, to at least seventy among those 
who, like ourselves, date the beginning of manhood 
not from sixteen, but only nominally even from 
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twenty-one. We may perhaps find a parallel, at 
least partially appropriate, in the contrast between 
Shakespeare and his more sturdy and healthful soul 
and frame, and his short-lived predecessors in the 
dramatic art, Marlowe and Greene, men of genius both, 
but consumed, as it were, by the fire with which he 
was inspired. 




tt this title are included four productions 'which 
— to apeak of those works alone which have come down 
to U8 — fonaed the literary occupation of Ovid from 
his twentieth to his forty-second year. These four are 
' The Epistles of the Heroines,' ' The Loves,' ' The Art 
of Love,' and ' Remedies for Love.' It is iu the second 
of these, douhtless, that we have the earliest of the 
poet's productions that survive. He tells us that he 
recited his juvenile poems to a puhlic audience, for 
the first time, when his beard had been twice or thrice 
ahaved. Shaving the beard seems to have been a fixed 
epoch in a young Roman's life, occurring somewhere 
about his twenty-first or twenty-second year. He also 
tells U8 that of these poems Corinna had been the in- 
spiring subject, and Coriujia, we know, is celebrated in 
'The Loves.' As this book, however, in the form in 
which we now have it, is a second edition, and as it 
makesexpreasmentionof 'The Epistles of the Heroines' 
as a work already puhHshed, it wiU be convenient to 
speak first of the latter poem. It conaiats of ti 



THE LOVE-POEMS, 21 

one* letters, supposed to have been written by women 
famous in legend, to absent husbands or lovers. Ovid 
claims the idea as original, and we must therefore sup^ 
pose that the one example of the kind which we &id 
in Propertius was imitated from him — a suppositioii 
which gives as a probable date for the publication of the 
Letters, the poet's twenty-fifth year (b.c. 18). Pene- 
lope, the faithful wife, whom the twenty years' absence 
of her lord has not been able to estrange, writes to the 
wandering Ulysses ; Phyllis, daughter of the Thracian 
king Sithon, complains of the long delay of her Athe- 
nian lover, Demophoon, in the land whither he had 
gone to prepare, as he said, for their marriage ; the de- 
serted Ariadne sends her reproaches after Theseus; 
Medea, with mingled threats and entreaties, seeks to 
turn Jason from the new marriage which he is contem- 
plating ; and Dido,t a figure which Ovid has borrowed 
from the beautiful episode of the * ^Eneid,' alternately 
appeals to the pity and denounces the perfidy of her 
Trojan lover. These are some of the subjects which the 
poet has chosen. The idea of the book, it must be con- 
fessed, is not a peculiarly happy one. Sometimes it 
has an almost ludicrous air. There is an absurdity, as 
Bayle suggests, in the notion of the post reaching to 

* The authenticity of some of this number is doubted, or, 
we might say, more than doubted. But the question is beside 
our present purpose. 

+ It may be as well to remind the reader that though the 
legend of Dido is much older than the '-^neid,' the introduction 
of iEneas into it is Virgil's own idea — a gross anachronism, by 
the way, with which, however, no reader of the fourth book 
of the ' ^neid * will reproach him. 



Ifaxos, the desolate island from whose shore Ariadne 
has Eeea the departing sails of the treacherous Theseus. 
Hor ia there even an attempt at giving any colouring 
appropriate to the time and place to which the several 
letters are supposed to belong. Penelope, Dido, Ari- 
adne are all alike refined and well-educated persona, 
just like the great Eoman ladies whom the poet used 
to meet in daily life. This artificial writing, abso- 
lutely without all that ia called realism, was character^ 
istic of Ovid's age, and we caunot make it a special 
charge against him. Bat it has certainly a wearying 
effect, which is increased by the sameness and mono- 
tony of the auhject-matter of the Epistles. The names 
are different, the circametancee are changed according 
as the several stories demand, but the theme is ever the 
same — love, now angry and full of reproaches, now ten- 
der and condescending to entreaty. Ifor is that love 
the " maiden passion " which has supphed in mod- 
em times the theme of poems and romances without 
number. It ia the fierce emotion, guilty or wrathful, 
though sometimes, it mnst be allowed, melting into 
genuine pathos and tenderness, of betrayed maidens 
and outraged wives. Eat, on the other hand, though 
the theme ia the same, the variety of expression ia end- 
less. The skiU with which Ovid continues, again and 
again, to say the same thing without repeating him- 
self, is astonishing. In this respect no poet has ever 
shown himself more thoroughly a niaster of hia art. 
Feeling, too, real though not elevated, often makes it- 
self felt in the midst of the artificial sentiment; if the 
style ia disfigured with conceita, it ia always exquisitely 
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polished ; the language is universally easy and trans- 
parent, and the verse an unbroken flow of exquisite 
melody. 

Of all the Epistles, the one which for purity and ten- 
derness most commends itself to our taste, is that ad- 
dressed by the Thessalian princess Laodamia to her 
husband Protesilaus. He had joined the expedition 
of the Greeks against Troy, and was the destined 
victim of the prophecy which foretold the death of the 
Greek chieftain who should be the first to leap from 
the ships on to the Trojan shore. Eeaders of Words- 
worth will remember the beautiful poem in which he 
has treated that part of the legend which relates how 
Jove granted to the prayers of the widowed queen 
that her hero should for a brief space of time revisit 
the earth. Laodamia had heard that her husband and 
his companions were detained at Aulis by contrary 
winds. * Why had not the winds been contrary when 
he left his home 1 They had been too favourable — 
fiavourable for the sailor, not for the lover. As long 
as she could sec, she had watched the departing sails. 
When they vanished, she had seemed to pass from life, 
and could wish that she never had been recalled — for 
her, life was sorrow. How could she wear her royal 
robes while her husband was enduring the toil and 
wretchedness of war ] Accursed beauty of Paris that 
had wrought such woe ! Accursed vengeance of Mene- 
laus that would be fatal to so many ! How foolish the 
enterprise of the Greeks ! Surely the man who had 
dared to carry off the daughter of Tyndarus would be 
able to keep her. And there was some dreadful 
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Hector of whom she had heard ; let Protesilaus be- 
ware of him. Let Hm always fight ss ono who re- 
membeted that there was a wife waiting for him at 
home. It was Monelaus who had been wronged ; let 
it he MenelauH who should exact vengeance. A rumour 
had reached her that the first chief to touch Trojan 
Boil must fall Let ProtesilaUB be careful not to he 
he. !Rathei let hie be the last of the thousand ships 
— the last in going, hut the first to return, Now she 
mourned for him night and day. The dreams in 
which she hoped to meet her husband did but bring 
back hia pale image. This made her pray to the gods 
and burn incense on every altar in Theasaly, When 
would he return and tell the tale of his deeds 1 But 
the hope su^csted the dreadful thought of Troy and 
the dangers of the sea. The sea, indeed, seemed to 
forbid their journey. If it was so, what madness to 
go ! The delay waa not an accident ; it was an inti- 
mation from heaven. Let them return while they 
eottld. But no ! She will recall the wish. She will 
pray for favourable winds, K only it was not so far 
away ! ' And then she contrasts the sorrows of her own 
loneliness with what she cannot but think the happier 
lot of those who were shut up in the walls of Troy : — 
"Ah ! Trojan women (happier far than we). 
Fain in your lot woidd I partaker be ! 
If ye mijBt mouni o'er some dead hero's bier. 
And all the dangers of the war are near, 
With, you at least the fair and youthful bride 
May arm her husband, in becoiuing pride ; 
Lift the fierce helmet to hia gallant brow. 
And, with a trembling hand, his sword bestnw ; 
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With fingers all imtised the weapon brace, 
And gaze with fondest love upon his face 1 
How sweet to both this office she will make — 
How many a kiss receive — how many take ! 
When all equipped she leads him from the door, 
Her fond commands how oft repeating o'er : — 
* Return victorious, and thine arms enshrine — 
Return, beloved, to these arms of mine ! ' 
Nor shall these fond conmiands be all in vain, 
Her hero-husband will return again. 
Amid the battle's din and clashing swords 
He still will listen to her parting words ; 
And, if more prudent, still, ah ! not less brave. 
One thought for her and for his home will save." 

The letter of Sappho, the famous poetess of Lesbos, 
to Phaon, a beautiful youth who had betrayed her love, 
is founded on a less pleasing story — a story, too, which 
has no foundation either in the remains — ^miserably 
scanty, alas ! but full of beauty — of the great singer, 
or in any authentic records of her life. It might well 
have been passed over had it not been illustrated by 
the genius of Pope. Pope never attempted the part 
of a faithful translator ; but his verse has a freedom 
and a glow which leave the faithful translator in 
despair. And his polished antithetical style is as 
suitable, it should be said, to the artificial and rhetori- 
cal verse of Ovid, as it is incongruous with the simple 
grandeur of Homer. It is thus that he renders the 
passage in which Sappho announces her intention to 
try the famous remedy for hopeless love, the leap from 
the Leucadian rock : — 

" A spring there is, where silver waters show. 
Clear as a glass, the shining sands below ; 
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A flowery lotus apreads its anna above, 
Sltades all the banks, and seenu itaelf a grove : 
Eternal gretiiu the niotisj margin grace, 
Watched by the sylvan genius of the place. 
Hare as I lay, and swelled with tears the flood. 
Before iny sight a watery virgin stood ; 
She stood and cried, ' Oh, you that love in vain, 
Fly hence, and seek the fiiir Leucadian main ! 
There stands a rock, from whose impending steep 
Apollo's fane surveys the rolling deep ; 
There injured lovers, leaping irom ahove, 
Their flames extinguish and foiget to love. 
Deucalion once with hopeless fury burned, 
In vain he loved, relentless Pyrrha scorned : 
But when from hence he plunged into the main, 
DeucaUon scorned and Pyrrha loved in vain. 
Hence, Sappho, haste ! from high Leucadia throw 
Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below.' 
She spoke, and vanished with the voice — I rise. 
And silent tears fall trif kling from, my eyes. 
I go, ye nyiuphs, those rocks and seas to prove : 
And much I fear ; but ah ! how much I love ! 
I go, ye nymphs, where furious love inspires ; 
Iiet female fears subiuit to female fires. 
To rocka and seas I fly from Phaon'a hate. 
And hope from seas and rocka a. milder fate. 
Ye gentle gales, below my body blow. 
And softly lay me on the waves below ! 
And then, kind Love, my sinking limbs sustain. 
Spread thy soft wings, and waft me o'er the main. 
Nor let a lover's death the guiltless flood profane I 
On Phtabus' shrine my harp 111 then bestow, 
And thin inscription shall be placed below— 
' Here she who sung to him that did inspire, 
Sappho to PhmbuB confiecrates her lyre ; 
What suits with Sappho, Phcebus, suits with thee — 
The Rift, the giver, and the god t^ree.'" 
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We have ' The Loves,' as has been said, in a second 
edition. " Five books," says the poet in his prefatory 
quatrain, " have been reduced to three." " Though you 
find no pleasure in reading us," the volumes are made 
to say to the reader, '' we shall at least, when thus 
diminished by two, vex you less." A question imme- 
diately presents itself. Who was the Corinna whom he 
celebrates in these poems ) It has often been argued, 
and that by critics of no small authority, that she was 
no less famous a personage than Julia, daughter of the 
Emperor Augustus by his first wife Scribonia. This 
indeed is expressly stated as a fact by Sidonius Apol- 
linans, a poet of the fifth century, and a somewhat 
distinguished personage, first as a politician, and after- 
wards as the bishop of Clermont in Auvergne. Of 
Julia the briefest account will be the best. She was 
wife successively of Marcus MarceUus, nephew to 
Augustus; of Marcus Vipsanius Agrippaj and of 
Tiberius, afterwards emperor. This last union was 
most unhappy. Tiberius had been compelled to 
divorce a wife whom he dearly loved, and he found 
himself bound to a woman whose profligacy was con- 
spicuous even in a profligate age. After a dhort union 
he retired into a voluntary exile ; and Augustus then 
became aware of what all Eome had long known, that 
his daughter was an abandoned woman. He banished 
her from Italy, and kept her in a rigorous imprison- 
ment, which was never relaxed tUl her death. There 
is nothing, therefore, in the character of Julia that is 
inconsistent with her being the Corinna of Ovid's 
poems. We can even find some confirmation of the 



theory. Corinna, it ia evident, did not belong to that 
chiBs of freed-women which included the Delia of 
Tihullus and the Cynthia of Propertius. Sometimes 
WB are led to believe that ehe was a lady of high 
Bocial position. Her apartments were guarded by a 
eunnch — not a coinmoa circumstance in Home, and 
obviously the mark of a wealthy household. That 
she waa married the poet expressly states. And a 
cittious coincidence has been pointed out which, 
though it does not go very fer, may be allowed to 
make for the identification with Julia. This princesa 
had lost much of her hair through the unsparing uee 
of dyeB.* And we find Ovid remonstrating with 
Corinna on her folly in producing in the same way 
L the same disfigurement : — 

\ " No weeds deatroyBd tlieni with their fatal juice. 
Nor canst thou witches' raogic charms accuse, 
Hor rival's love, nor dire enchantments blame. 
Nor envy's blasting tongue, nor fever's flame ; 
The nuBchief by thy own fair hands was wrought, 
Nor dost thou suffer for another's fault. 
How oft I bade thee, but in vain, beware 
The venomed essence that destroyed thy hnir ! 
Now with new arta thou shalt thy friends amuse, 
And curls, of German captives borrowed, use. 
Druaus to Home their vanquished nation sends, 
And the fair slave to thee her tresses lends."^ — D. 
But there is a good deal to be said on the other side. 

* Shfl aonght, it would seem, to change the dart tresses 
which nature had given her into the blond locks which 
BOHthem nations ao admire, injured theia in the effort, and 
had to replace thorn by purchase. The vagaries of fasliion 
coEtmuolly repent theuiaelves. 



J 
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The testimony of Sidonius ApoUinaris, after an interval 
of nearly five centuries, is worth very little. We 
have no hint of any contemporary authorities on which 
he founded it ; and tradition, when it has to pass through 
so many generations — generations, too, that suffered so 
much disturbance and change — stands for next to no- 
thing. If some passages, again, favour the notion that 
Corinna was Julia, there are others which tell against it 
Ovid could never have ventured to use — would not even 
have dreamt of expressing in words— to Agrippa or 
Tiberius, the insolent threats which he vents against the 
husband of Corinna. !N"or is it possible to imagine that 
Jiilia, however profligate, could ever have been even 
tempted to the avarice with which Ovid reproaches his 
mistress, when he remonstrates against the preference 
that she had shown for some wealthy soldier just re- 
turned from the wars. Then, again, the poems were 
read in public j — an absolutely impossible audacity, if 
there had been the faintest suspicion that they referred 
to so exalted a personage as the emperor's daughter. 
The writer of the verse himself teUs us that it was not 
known who was the theme of his song, and he speaks 
of some woman who was going about boasting that 
she was Ovid's Corinna. 

Of the subject-matter of * The Loves ' there is little to 
be said. The passion which inspires the verse is coarser 
and more brutal than that of his rival poets, even when 
this shows itself in its worst phases. It has nothing 
of the fervour of Propertius, the tenderness of Tibullus. 
It does not spring from any depth of feeling It is real, 
but its reality is of the basest, most literal sort. That 
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he describes an actual amour is only too manifest, but 
that this was in any true sense of the words " an 
affair of the heart " may ■well be doubted. Bat then, 
again, he shows an incomparable skill in expression; 
he invests even the lowest things with a certain grace. 
His wit and fancy " sparkle on the stye." If he lets 
us get away for a moment from the mire — if, with the 
delicate fancy that never fails him, he tells us some 
legend that " boys and virgins " need not blnsh to read 
— he ia charming. There never was a more subtle and 
ingenious master of language, and it is a grievoos pity 
that he shoiild so often have used it so ilL Our speci- 
men of his ' Loves ' must he taken trom the episodes 
rather than from the ordinary course of the poems. 
The following, however, -will not offend. The poet re- 
vain struggle which he has been waging 



" I yield, great Love ! my former Crimea for^ve, 
Forget my rebel thoughts, and let me live : 
No need of force : I willingly obey, 
And now, unarmed, shall prove no glorious prey. 
So take thy mother's doves, thy myrtle crown, 
And for thy chariot Mars will lend bis own ; 
There shalt thou sit in thy triumphal pride. 
And whilst glad shouts resound on every side. 
Thy gentle hands thy mother's doves shall guide. 
And then, to make thy glorious porap and state, 
A train of sighing youths and maids ahall wait, 
Yet none complain of an unhappy fate. 
Then Modesty, with veils thrown o'er her face. 
Now doubly blushing at her own disgrace ; 
Then sober thoughts, and whatsoe'er disdains 
Love's power, shall feel his power, and wear hia chains. 
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Then all shall fear, all bow, yet all rejoice — 

* lo triumphe ! ' is the public voice. 

Thy constant guards, soft fancy, hope, and fear, 

Anger, and soft caresses shall be there : 

By these strong guards are gods and men overthrown, 

TTiese conquer for thee. Love, and these alone : 

Thy mother, from the sky, thy pomp shall grace, 

And scatter sweetest roses in thy face. 

Then glorious Love shall ride, profusely dressed 

With all the richest jewels of the East, 

Rich gems thy quiver, and thy wheels infold. 

And hide the poorness of the baser gold." — D, 

In the following the poet claims a purity and fidelity 
for his affection with which it is impossible to credit 
him: — 

" Take, dear, a servant bound for ever ; take 
A heart whose troth no falsehood e'er shall break, 
'Tis true but simple knightly birth is mine ; 
I claim no splendid names to grace my line ; 
My fields no countless tribe of oxen ploughs, 
And scant the means a frugal home allows. 
Now Phoebus aid me, and the Muses nine — 
Bacchus^ and Love, sweet Lord, who makes me thine. 
Faith unsurpassed, and life exempt from blame, 
And simple Modesty, and blushing Shame ; 
No trifler I ; my heart no rivals share : 
Thee will I make, be sure, my lifelong care ; 
With thee will spend what years the Fates shall give, 
And when thou first shalt suffer, cease to live." 

Another little poem has been elegantly paraphrased and 
adapted to modem manners by Mr A. A. Brodribb.* 

* Lays from Latin Lyrics. By F. W. Hummel and A. A. 
Brodribb. Longmans: 1876. 
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It will remind the reader of a pretty passage in Mr 
Tennyson's " Miller's Daughter : '* — 

The King. 

« Sign of my too presumptuous flame, 
To fairest Celia haste, nor linger. 
And may she gladly hreathe my name, 
And gaily put thee on her finger ! 

Suit her as I myself, that she 

May fondle thee with murmured blessing; 
Caressed by Celia ! Who could be 

Unenvious of such sweet caressing ? 

Had I Medea's magic art. 

Or Proteus' power of transformation. 

Then would I blit.hely play thy part. 
The happiest trinket in creation ! 

Oh ! on her bosom I would fall. 

Her finger guiding all too lightly ; 
Or else be magically small, 

Fearing to be discarded nightly. 

And I her ruby lips would kiss 

(What mortal's fortune could be better ?) 

As oft allowed to seal my bliss 
As she desires to seal a letter. 

Now go, these are delusions bright 

Of idle Fancy's idlest scheming ; 
Tell her to read the token right — 

Tell her how sweet is true love's dreaming." 

But the chief ornaments of the book are two elegies. 
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properly so called, — one of a sportive, the other of 
a serious character. Catullus, a predecessor in the 
poetic art, of whom Ovid speaks with respect, had 
lamented, in an exquisite little poem which must 
always remain a model, for such compositions, the 
death of the sparrow which Leshia, his lady-love, 
" loved more than her own eyes." In a poem which, 
though not so graceful as that of the older writer, and 
scarcely even pretending to pathos, has many merits, 
Ovid commemorates the death of his own Corinna's 
parrot : — 

" Our parrot, sent from India's farthest shore, 
Our parrot, prince of mimics, is no more. 
Throng to his hurial, pious tribes of air. 
With rigid claw your tender faces tear ! . 
Your ruffled plumes, like mourners' tresses, rend. 
And all your notes, like funeral trumpets, blend ! 
Mourn all that cleave the liquid skies, but chief 
Beloved turtle, lead the general grief. 
Through long harmonious days the parrot's friend, 
In mutual faith still loyal to the end ! 
What boots that faith 1 those splendid hues and strange ? 
That voice so skilled its various notes to change 1 
What to have won my gentle lady's grace ? 
Thou diest, hapless glory of thy race. 
Red joined with saffron in thy beak was seen, 
And green thy wings beyond the emerald's sheen ; 
Nor ever lived on earth a wiser bird, 
With lisping voice to answer all he heard. 
'Twas envy slew thee ; all averse to strife, 
One love of chatter filled thy peaceful life : 
For ever satisfied with scantiest fare, 
Small time for food that busy tongue could spare. 
A.C.S.S., vol. ii. 
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Walnuts and Bleep-pioducing poppies gave 

Thy simple diet, and thy drini the wave. 

Long lives the hovering vulture, long tic kite 

Puisnes through air the circles of his flight ; 

Many the years the noisy jackdaws know. 

Prophets of rainfall ; and the boding crow 

Waila, stai unscathed by armed Minerva's hate, 

Three ages three tiiaes told, a tardy fat«. 

But he, our prattler from earth's farthest shore. 

Out human tongue's sweet image^ is uo more. 

Thus still the ravening fatea our best devour, 

And spare the mean till life's extremest hour. 

Why tell the prayers my lady prayed in vain, 

Borne by the stomiy south wind o'er the main f 

The seventh dawn had come, the last for tbee. 

With empty diatoff stood the fatal Three. 

Yet Btill from failing throat thy accents rung, 

Farewell, Corinna 1 ■cried thy dying tongue. 

There stands a grove with dark-green iles crowned ) 

Beneath the Elyaian hill, and all around / 

With turf undying shines the verdant ground. ' 

There dwells, if true the tale, the pious race — 

All evil birds are banished from the place ; 

There harmless swans unbounded pasture find ; 

There dwells the phcenix, single of his kind ; 

The peacock spreads hia splendid plumes in air, 

The kissing doves sit close, an amorous pair ; , 

There in their woodland home a guest allowed, J 

Our parrot charms the pious listening crowd. I 

Beneath a mound, of justly measured size. 

Small tombstone, briefest epitaph, he lies, 

' His iniatreBs' darling'— ^that this stone may show — 

The prince of feathered speakers lies below." 

The other elegy haa for its subject the death of the 
poet TibuIluB : — 
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" If bright Aurora monmed for Memnon's fate, 
Or the fair Thetis wept Achilles slain, 
And the sad sorrows that on mortals wait 
Can ever move celestial hearts with pain — 

Come, doleful Elegy ! too just a name ! 

Unbind thy tresses fcdr, in loose attire. 
For he, thy bard, the herald of thy fame, 

TiBULLUB, bums on the funereal pyre. 

Ah, lifeless corse ! Lo I Venus' boy draws near 
With upturned quiver and with shattered bow. 

His torch extinguished, see him toward the bier 
With drooping wings disconsolately go. 

He smites his heaving breast with cruel blow, 
Those straggling locks, his neck all streaming round, 

Receive the tears that feistly trickling flow, 
While sobs convulsive from his lips resound. 

In guise like this, lulus, when of yore 
His dear iEneas died, he sorrowing went ; 

Now Venus wails as when the raging boar 
The tender thigh of her Adonis rent 

We bards are named the gods' peculiar care ; 

Nay, some declare that poets are divine ; 
Yet forward death no holy thing can spare, 

'Round all his dismal arms he dares entwine. 

Did Orpheus' mother aid, or Linus' sire ? 

That one subdued fierce lions by his song 
Availed not ; and, they say, with plaintive lyre 

The god mourned Linus, woods and glades among. 

Mseonides, from whose perennial lay 
Flow the rich fonts of the Pierian wave 



To wet the lips of barcls, one dismal day 

Sent down to Orcus and the gloomy grave — 

Him, too, Avemus holds in drear employ ; 

Only ilia songs escape the greedy pile ; 
Hia work remains — the mighty wars of Tray, 

And the slow web, unwove by nightly guile. 

Live a pure life ; — yet death remains thy doom : 
Be pious ; — ^ero from sacred shrines you rise, 

Death drags you heedless to the hollow tomb ! 
Confide in boi^ — lo ! there Tibullua lies. 

Scarce of so great a aoul, thus lowly laid. 
Enough remains to fill this little urn ; 

holy banl I were not the flamea afraid 

That iiallowed corse thiw ruthleealy to hiiml 

These might devour the heavenly halls that shine 
With gold — they dare a viUany so deep ; 

She tnmed who holds the Erycinian shrine, 
And there are some who say she turned to weep. 

Yet did the base soil of a stranger land 
Not hold hiiu nameless ; m the spirit fled 

His mother closed his eyes with gentle hand, 
And paid the last sad tribute to the dead. 

Here, with thy wretched mother'a woe to wait. 
Thy sister came with, loose dishevelled hair ; 

Nemesis kisses thee, and thy earlier mate — 
They watched the pyre when all had left it bare. 



Departing, Delia faltered, 'Thou wert true, 
The Fates were cheerful then, when I was 

The other, ' Say, what hast thou here to do i 
Dying, he clasped his failing hand in mine 
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Ah, yet, if any part of na romainB 

Bat iiame and sliadaw, Albitia is not dead ; 

.And thou, Catullus, in ELyeian plains, 
With Calvu3 see the ivy crown his head. 

Thoa, GaUuH, prodigal of life and blood, 
If false tie charge of amity betrayed. 

And anght remains bgtosb the Stygian flood, 
Shalt meet bini yonder with thy happy shade. 

Kefined Tibullus ! thou art joined to those 
Living in calm communion with the blest ; 

In peaceful urn thy quiet hones repose — 
May earth lie hghtly where thy ashes rest ! " 

Of the ' Art of Love ' the leas, perhaps, that is said 
the Ijetter. The poet himself warns respectahle per- 
sona to have nothing to do with his pages, and the 
warning is amply justified by their contents. It has, 
however, some of the brilliant episodes which Ovid 
introduces with such effect. His own taste, and the 
taste, we may hope, of his readers, demanded that the 
"baite level of sensuality should sometimes be left for a, 
higher flight of fancy. The description of Ariadne in 
KaxoB is as brilliant as Titian's picture ; equally vivid 
is the story of the flight of Dicdalna and his son Icarus 
on the wings which the matchless craftsman had made, 
and of the fate which followed the over-daring flight of 
the youth through regions too near to the sun. Then, 
again, we find ever and anon pictures of Roman man- 
ners which may amuse without ofi'euce. Among such 
are Ovid's instructions to his fair readers how they 
may most becomingly take th«ii part in the gamea of 



chance and aldll ■which were popular in the polite 
circles of Kome. Among these games he mentions 
the cubical dice, called tessene, reaembiiDg our oivn 
in shape, and similarly marked. Three of these were 
used together ; and it was customary to tlirow them 
from cups of a conical shape. The luckiest throw was 
"treble sixes," and was honoured by the name of 
Aphrodite or Venua. The worst was " ttehle aces ; " 
this was stigmatised as " the dog." There were other 
dice made out of the knucklo-bonea of animals. They 
were called tali. (Our own popular name for them ia 
" dibs.") These were used either in the same way as 
the cubical dice, though they were not numbered in 
e way, or in a game of manual skill which still 
1 among us, wliere the player throws them 
and catches them again, or performs other feata of 
dexterity with them. Besides these there was the 
game of the " Robbers " (Ludus Latrunculorum), 
played with pieces made of glass or ivory, which has 
been compared with chess, but was probably not so 
complicated, and more nearly resembling our games 
of "Fox and Geese" and " Military Tactics." The 
game of the " Fifteen Lines " must have been very 
like our " Backgammon, " aa the moves of the men were 
determined by previous throws of dice. Ovid, after 
recommending his readers to practise a graceful play- 
ing at the games, wisely warns them that it is still 
more important that they should learn to keep their 
temper. The suitor he advisee to allow his fair an- 
tagonist to win, a counsel douhtless often followed by 
thoBO who have never had the advantage — or, we should 
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rather say, the disadvantage— of studying Ovid's pre- 
cepts. Equally familiar will be the device of a present 
of firuit brought by a slave -boy in a rustic basket, 
which the lover will declare has been conveyed from 
a country garden, though he will probably have bought 
it in the neighbouring street. A certain sagacity must 
be allowed to the counsel that the lover, when his lady 
is sick, must not take upon himself the odious office of 
forbidding her a favourite dish ; and will, if possible, 
hand over to a rival the office, equally odious, of ad- 
ministering a nauseous medicine. The recommenda- 
tion not to be too particular in inquiring about age is 
equally sagacious. It is curious to observe that Lord 
Byron's expressed aversion to seeing women eat was 
not unknown to the Eoman youth. Ovid, who, to do 
him justice, never praises wine, hints that drinking 
was not equally distasteful 

The 'Eemedies of Love' may be dismissed with 
a still briefer notice. Like the 'Art of Love,' it 
is relieved by some beautiful digressions. When it 
keeps close to its subject, it is, to say the least, not 
edifying. The " Eemedies," indeed, are for the most 
part as bad as the disease, though we must except that 
most respectable maxim that '' idleness is the parent 
of love," with the poet's practical application of it. 
One specimen of these two books shall suffice. It is 
of the episodical kind, — a brilliant panegyric on 
the young Caesar, Caius, son of Augustus's daughter 
Julia, who was then preparing to take the command 
of an expedition against the Parthians. Gross as is 
the flattery, it is perhaps less ojffensive than usual. 
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The young Caius died before hia abilities could be 
proved ; but tbe precocious genius of tlie family was 
a fact. Caiua was then of the very same age at which 
bis grandfather had fiiat commanded an army. 
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And the remaining East to Rome will add. 
Rejoice, ye Roman eoldiera, in your nm ; \ 

Your enfiigus from the Parthinns shall return ; } 
And the slain Crassi shall no longer mourn ! ) 
A youth is sent those trophies to demand. 
And bears hia father's thunder in hiB hand : 
Doubt not th' imperial boy iji wars unseen ; 
In childhood all of Ciesar'a race are men. 
Celestial seeds shoot out before their day. 
Prevent their years, and brook no dull delay. 
Thus infant Hercules the snakes did press. 
And in his cradle did his sire confess. 
Bacchus, a boy, yet lite a hero fought, 
And early spoils from conquered India brought. 
Thus you your father's troops shall lead to fight, 
And thus shall vamjuish in your father's sight. 
These rudiments you to your lineage owe ; 
Bom to increase yoni titles as you grow. 
Brethren you lead, avei^ your brethren slain ; 
You have a father, and his right maintain. 
Armed by your country's parent and your own. 
Redeem your country and restore his throne." — D, 

The date of the poem ia fixed by this passage for the 
year b.o. 1, as that of the ' Eemediea of Love' ia 
settled for a. d. 1 by an allusion to the actual war in 
Parthia, which was at its height in that year, and was 
finished by a peace in the year following. 



CHAPTEK III 

DOMESTIC LIFE — ^BANISHMENT. 

About Ovid's private life between his twentieth and 
fiftieth years there is little to be recorded. Two mar- 
riages have already been spoken of. He had pro- 
bably reached middle life when he married for the 
third time. The probability, indeed, consists in the 
difficulty we have in believing that the husband of a 
wife whom he reaUy respected and loved should have 
published so disreputable a book as the ' Art of Love/ 
for even to the lax judgment of Eoman society it 
seemed disreputable. A feeling, perhaps a hint &om 
high quarters, that he had gone too far — a con- 
sciousness, we may hope, that he was capable of better 
things — ^had made him turn to work of a more elevated 
kind. A good marriage may have been part of his 
plan for restoring himself to a reputable place in 
society. It is even possible to imagine that a genuine 
and worthy affection may have been one of the causes 
that operated in bringing about a change. A much 
earlier date, indeed, must be fixed, if we suppose that 
the daughter of whom Ovid speaks in the brief sketch 
of his life was a child of this marriage. This daughter 
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had been twice married at tho time of his banishment, 
when he was ia his fifty-second year, and had homo a 
child to each husband, Eoman women married early, 
and changed their huabanda quickly ; but, in any case, 
it ia not likely that the young lady could have been 
leas than twenty. It seems, however, more probable 
that she was the ofiapriug of the second marriage. In 
the many affectionate letters which Ovid addressed to 
his wife after his baniahment, no mention, is made of 
a child and grandchildren in whom both had a com- 
mon interest. It is impossible to suppose that a 
husband who anxiously appeals to every motive in a 
wife which could help to keep their mutual affection 
unimpaired by absence, should have neglected to mako 
use of what waa obviously the most powerful of all. 
There is, it is true, a letter addressed to oJio PerOIa, 
written by Ovid in exile. Dr Dyer, the learned 
author of the article " Ovidiua " in the ' Dictionary of 
Biography and Mythology,' takea it for granted that 
this Perilla waa Ovid's daughter by his third wife. 
The letter does not bear out the supposition. It will 
be found described in its place. Meanwhile it is 
BufBcient to say, that while tho writer enlarges on the 
fact that he had instructed Perilla in the art of poetry, 
he does not say a word which indicates a closer rela- 
tionship than that of master and pupiL Had the 
poetess been his daughter, we may say with confidence 
that Ovid would have expressed in at least a dozen 
ways that he was the source at once of her life and of 
her song. The poet's wife waa a lady of good position 
at Rome. In early years she had been what may be 
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called a lady-in-waiting to the aunt of Augustus, and 
at the same time an intimate friend of Marcia, a 
lady belonging to that branch of the Marcian house 
-which bore the surname of Philippus. On Marcia's 
marriage with Fabius Maximus, representative of the 
great patrician family of the Fabii, one of the few 
ancient houses which had survived to the days of the 
empire, this Mend accompanied her to her new home. 
From there Ovid married her. The union lasted till 
his death, with much mutual afifection. When it has 
been added that Ovid's town mansion was close to the 
Capitol, and that he had a suburban residence, where 
he amused himself with the pleasures of gardening, 
nothing remains to be told about this portion of his 
life. 

Some time after his third marriage, and not long 
before the great catastrophe which we are about to 
relate, Ovid's father died. He had completed his 
ninetieth year. His mother died shortly afterwards. 

" Ah ! happy they and timely passed away 
Ere on their oflfspring came that fatal day ! 
Ah ! happy I amidst my grief to know 
That they are all unconscious of my woe ! " 

It is the catastrophe which he here mentions that has 
now to be discussed. The cause of the banishment 
of Ovid, like the personality of the Man in the Iron 
Mask and the authorship of * Junius,' is one of the 
unsolved problems of history. The facts absolutely 
known are very soon related. Ovid was in his fifty- 
second year. His fame as a poet was at its height. 
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Any scandal that may kave arisen from some of his 
publications had gradually paaaed away. Suddenly 
there full on. him "a bolt from the blue," A reacript 
in the emperor'a hand was delivered to him, ordering 
him to leave Eome %vithin a certain time, and to 
repair to Tomi, a desolate settlement on the ■westam. 
shore of the Black Sea, near the very outskirts of 
the empire. Xo decree of the senate had been passed 
to authorise the infliction of the banishment It was 
eimply an act of arbitrary power on the part of the 
emperor. The cause alleged was the pubUcation of 
works corrupting to public moraSs, and the 'Art of 
Love ' was specified. The punishment was not of the 
severest kind. The place of exile, hateful as it was 
to the hanished m^n, was at least preferable to that 
which many offenders had to endure — some desolate 
rook in the jEgean, where the victim waa kept from 
atarvation only by the charity of hia fiiends. Ovid 
was also permitted to retain and enjoy his property. 

That the cause alleged was not the actual cause 
of the baniahment may be considered certain. It 
is sufBciont to say that the guilty work had been 
published at least ten years before. The offence was 
such as to afford a pretext of the barest kind to an 
absolute ruler who felt the force of public opinion 
just enough to make him shr ink from a wholly arbi- 
trary act, but was not careful to make any complete 
justification. But it did not, we may be sure, wholly 
away hia mind. We know, indeed, that there waa 
another cause. To auch a cause Ovid frequently al- 
ludes. And it is in this lies the mystery of the event. 
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At the same time, 'we most not suppoae that tlie 
alleged motive bad not some real influence on the 
emperor's actioa. His own life bad not been by any 
meana free from reproach. £ven if we discredit much 
of what that great scandalmonger, Suetonius, tells us 
about Mm, there remaine enough to convict him of 
shameful disregard of morality. But he waa now an 
old man. And he had had some of those tremendous 
lessons which teach even the most profligate, if the 
light of intelligence be not wholly quenched in them, 
that moral lows cannot be diaregarded with impunity. 
Men in their own lives quite regardless of purity feel 
a genuine shock of disgust and horrer when they find 
imchastity in the women of their own. family. And 
AngustuB had felt the unutterable shame of discover- 
ing that hia own daughter was the moat profligate 
woman iu Rome, Nor was he, we may believe, with- 
out some genuine feeling of concern for the future of 
hia country. The estahhahment of absolute power 
may have been a neceasity for the State, — ail wiiters 
geem to agree in saying ao. It had certainly ^gran- 
dised himself. But he could not fail to perceive, and 
to perceive more and more clearly as he came nearer 
to the end of his long reign, that it waa ruining the 
old Roman character, the traditionary virtuea of his 
country. An aristocracy, whose vast wealth furnished 
them with all the means of procuring enjoyment, hut 
who were shut out from anything like the career of 
public life, would inevitably become corrupt, Augustus 
wae not a man who would deny himself In order to set 
a practical example to others ; but he waa a man cap- 
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able of doing everj-thing, short of such self-denial, to 
atop the evil of which, both from public and private 
causes, he was so acutely doubcIous. He had recourse 
to severe legislation against immorality. The more 
Le saw, as he must have seen, how ineffectual was this 
method of reforming society, the greater must have 
been his disgust with other agencies which he sup- 
posed to be at work. Ovid's poems may well have 
been a symptom rather than a cause of general immor- 
ality ; but it was quite possible that Augustus, his own 
habits and tastes changed by advancing years, may 
Lave sincerely regarded them aa the author of mischief, 
and deserving, accordingly, of the severest punishment. 
To arrive, however, at the truth, we most examine 
closely another side of tlie emperor's life. His home 
was divided between two conflicting interests — the 
interest of his own descendants and the interest of the 
step-children whom his wife Livia had brought into 
his family. Livia, one of the ablest women of whom 
history speaks, had steadfastly set her heart on secur- 
ing for her son Tiberius the succession to the throne. 
To gain this end she had to clear away from his path 
the rivals who might be found among the blood-rela- 
tions of her husband. How far the course of events 
helped her in her undertaking, how far she assisted 
the course of events by her own arts, will never be 
known. The fate of JuHa, the daughter of Augustus, 
has been already related, She had borne to her second 
husband Agrippa five children, three of them sons. 
The eldest son Cains has been mentioned before.* He 
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was wounded, it was said by treachery, before the 
town of Artagera, in Armenia, and died, aome months 
afterwards, at LimjTa, on the aouth-wcateni coast of 
Asia Minor, whither he had gone to recruit his healtli 
in a climate less inclement than that of Armenia, 
The second son Lucius had died eighteen months be- 
fore at Marseillea. The third, Agrippa Postumus, was 
a youth whose irreclaJmably savage temper bordered on 
insanity. He had been adopted by Auguatus at the 
same time with Tiberius, but as hiB cliaracter revealed 
iteelf, the Jiopes that the emperor might once have 
entertained of finding a successor in a descendant of 
his own died away. Livia had no difficulty in per- 
suading him that if Agrippa was not to sit on the 
throne, it would be better that he should be removed 
from its neighbombood. Though guiltless of any 
crime, he was banished to Flanasia, on the coast of 
Corsica, and the emperor obtained a decree from the 
senate which made this banialiment life-long. But 
the contest was not yet decided. The family of Julia, 
whose beauty, wit, and varied accomplishments were 
not forgotten, was greatly popular at Rome ; whilst the 
ambition of Livia, who was strongly suspected of hav- 
ing hastened the death of the young Ciesars, and the 
craft and dissimulation of Tiberius, wore objects of 
dread. It was under these circumstances that she 
discovered the younger Julia to be in her power. This 
unhappy woman had inherited the vicious propensities 
of her mother. One of many lovers was Decius Julius 
Silanns, member of a family which had been distin- 
guished in Rome since the second Punic war. The 
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intrigue was too notorioiia to escape observation, and 
Livia had the opportunity which she desired. Julia 
waa banished; her paramour went into voluntary 

So far we are on firm historical ground. It may 
he added alao, that the eame year which saw the dis- 
grace of Julia, witnesaed also the banishment of Ovid. 
"Were the two events in any way connected ? We must 
get our answer from considering the circumstances of 
the political aitnation wliich has been described, from 
the coincidence, and from the hinta, which are indeed 
sufficiently numerous, which Ovid himself gives us. 
The fact that theae hints do occur negative one aup- 
position. which has found some favour — namely, that 
Ovid had become involuntarily acquainted with some 
dark secret disgraceful to the character of Augustus 
himselE Had there been such a secret, we can hardly 
suppose that the poet would have alluded to it. Again 
and again he makes his piteous supplications for the ter- 
mination, or at least the mitigation, of his banishment. 
But every mention of such a fact would have been an 
additional offence. Indeed it is difficult to imagine 
that the possessor of such dangerous knowledge should 
have been suffered to live. Not a prolonged banish- 
ment with unlimited opportunities for communication 
with his friends, but the sword of the centurion, would 
have been his doom. "We may be nearly sure that 
the secret, as far at least as it concerned Augustus, 
must have been known already. Ovid was not ban- 
ished for the purpose of keeping something concealed. 
That purpose could have been far more easily and effec- 
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tnally BQCured, and EomBa emperors -were not accus- 
tomed to 1>e acnipulous about meana. Let ua see, then, 
what Ovid actually says on the subject ; — 

"Why did I see eomething? why ciid I make my eyes 
guilty ? why did I become, all unknowingly, acquainted 
with guilt?" 

" Twn faults overthrew me— my verses and my ■wrong- 
doing ; but about the guilt of one of them. I must keep 
silence." * 

" I am not worth bo mnch as to renew thy wound, 
Ceesar ; it is fai too much that you should once have felt 
the pang." 

" You [Augustus] avenged on me, as is right, a qnarre! of 
your own." 

" Because my eyes unknowingly beheld a crime, I am 
poniahed. To have had the power of sight — this is my 

He piotestB that his fault bad been an error lathei 
tban a crime : — 

" If mortal deeds never escape the knowledge of goda, 
you know that there was no guilt in my fault. So it is— 
you know it ; it was my mistake that led me astray ; my 
purpose was foohsh, hot not wicked." 

" You would eay that this fault which ruined me was not 
a crime, did you know how things followed one another in 
this great trouble. It was either cowardice or fault of judg- 
ment, but fanlt of judgment first of all, that damaged me." 

" Had not my part of the guilt admitted excuse, banish- 
ment would have been a trifling punishment." 

* Mhssou appropriately quotes the woriia naed by Tiberius 
in allowing Silanus to ri;tuni from eiile : " I myself still feel 
against him as strongly as ever the quHrrel of my father 
Augustus." 

A.G.B.B., TOL ii. D 
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That lie became acquainted with some crime which 
touched nearly the honour of Augustus ; that he con- 
cealed it; that in some sense he made himself an 
accomplice in it ; that this crime waa not an isolated 
act, but a line of conduct pursued for some time ; that 
Ovid was afraid or thought it better not to reveal his 
knowledge of it, — are, it seems, inferences that may 
fairly be drawn &om the language which he uaes. 
They harmonise with the supposition that Ovid be- 
came involuntarily acquainted with the intrigue of the 
younger Julia with SHanus, — that he helped to conced 
it, possibly assisted in its being carried on. It is pro- 
table, at the same time, that ho was one of the party 
which supported that side of the imperial house. It 
is not difficult to imagine that the result should have 
been such as we know to have happened. The em- 
peror, for a second time, is struck to the heart by the 
discovery of the darkest profligacy in one very near to 
himself. In his capacity as niler he is terrified by the 
corruption which his laws are powerless to stay. The 
poems which the severer moralists of his court had 
possibly criticised — and Livia really felt, while Tiberius 
at least afiected, such severity — comes to his recollec- 
tion, and he finds that the author has actually abetted 
the guilty intrigues of his granddaughter. Livia and 
Tiberius, anxious to get out of the way a partisan of 
opposite interests who might possibly be dangerous, 
encourage the impulse, and the poet is banished. 

Another part of the story remains to be related. If 
the tale which Tacitus tells be true, all the art and 
persistency of Livia had not succeeded in wholly 
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alienating the affections of Augustus from his own 
descendants. Even up to the last months of the old 
man's life the interests of her son had to be jealously 
defended. Tacitus gives (Annals, i. 6), without say- 
ing whether he himself believed or disbelieved it, a 
report which was current shortly after the death of 
Augustus. " A rumour had gone abroad that a few 
months before, he [Augustus] had sailed to Flanasia 
on a visit to Agrippa, with the knowledge of some 
chosen friends, and with one companion, Fabius 
Maximus ; that many tears were shed on both sides, 
with expressions of affection, and that thus there was 
a hope of the young man being restored to the home 
of his grandfather. This, it was said, Maximus had 
divulged to his wife Marcia, she agaiu to Li via. All 
was known to Caesar ; and when Maximus soon after- 
wards died, by a death some thought to be self- 
inflicted, there were heard at his funeral wailings from 
Marcia, in which she reproached herself for having 
been the cause of her husband's destruction." * 

To this Maximus Ovid addresses six of his * Letters 
from the Pontus.' He evidently looked to him as 
one who might exercise a powerful influence on his 
behalf. He appeals to him again and again to exer- 

* Plutarch has added to this narrative an interesting anec- 
dote to the effect that Fabius (he calls him Fulvius by mistake), 
when paying his respects as usual to the emperor in the morn- 
ing, had his salutation returned with the ominous "Farewell, 
Fulvius." "But he, comprehending the matter, forthwith 
retired to his house, and, summoning his wife, said, 'Ceesar 
has learnt that 1 have not been silent about his secrets ; 1 
have therefore resolved to die.* " 
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else it. And at one time lie seems to liave hoped 
that it would not be exercised in vain. " Augustus 
had begun," he writes in the sixth year of his exile, 
" to grow more lenient to my feult of ignorance, and 
lo ! he leaves my hopes and all the world desolate at 
once." It is in the same letter that he significantly 
deplores the death of Maximus. '^ I think, Maximus, 
that I must have been the cause of your death." 
This may have been a commonplace, — ^the fear lest the 
cause of so unlucky a man might be fatal to any who 
undertook it. Viewed in connection with the whole 
story, it assumes a different aspect. That Maximus 
had perished in an attempt to befriend Ovid may 
have been so far true that his death followed an un- 
successful effort to restore to the favour of Augustus 
and to the succession the family in whose fall the poet 
himself had fallen. 




Ovid tella ua that before hn was banished he bad 
written, but not corrected, the fifteen books of the 
'Metamorphoses,' and had also composed twelve books 
(only fiix have been preserved) of the ' Fasti ' or Eoman 
Calendar. These are hia chief surviving poems, and 
it mil be convenient to describe them in this and the 
following chapter. 

In the 'Metamorphoses' wo have the largest and 
moBt important of Ovid's works ; and, if we view 
it as a "whole, the greatest monument of his poetical 
genius. The plan of the book is to collect together, 
out of the vast mass of Greek mythology and legend, 
the various stories which turn on the change of 
men and women from the human form into animals, 
plants, or inanimate objects. Nor are the tales merely 
collected. Such a collection would have been inevi- 
tably monotonous and tiresome. With consummate 
skill the poet arranges and conu t th tog ther. 
The thread of connection is often nd d 1 gl t some- 
times it is broken altogether, I t t suffi ently 
continuous to keep alive the read nt t which 



is, indeed, often excited by the remarkalila ingenuity 
of the transition from one talo to another. But it did 
not escape the author's perception, that to repeat over 
and over again the story of a marvel which must have 
been as incredible to his own contemporaries as it ia 
to us, would have been to insure failure. Hence the 
metamorphoses themselves occupy but a small part 
of the book, which finds its real charm and beauty in 
the brilliant episodes, for the introduction of which 
they supply the occasion, 

How far the idea was Ovid's own it is impossible to 
say. Two Greek poets are known to have written on 
the same subject. One of them was Nieander, of Colo- 
phon, in Asia Minor, an author of the second century 
B.C., attached, it would seem, to the court of Per- 
gamus, which, under the dynasty of the Attali, was a 
famous centre of literary activity. Of his work, the 
' Changes ' {for so we may translate its Greek title), 
only a few fragments are preserved, quite insufficient 
to give us any idea of its merits or methods. Paithe- 
nius, a native of the Bithynian Niciea, so famous in 
ecclesiastical history, may be credited with having 
given some hints to the Eoman poet, — to whom, 
indeed, as a contemporary,* and connected with 
the great literary circle of Eome, he was probably 
known. Parthenius, we know on good authority, 
taught the Greek language to Virgil, who conde- 
scended to borrow at least one line from hia pre- 
ceptor. His ' Metamorphoses ' have entirely perished. 

• Parthenius died at an advanced age, abont tho beginning 
of the raigii of Tiberius. 



THE METAMORPHOSES. 55 

We have only the probability of the case to warrant 
lis in supposing that Ovid was under obligations to 
him. Of these obligations, indeed, no ancient au- 
thority speaks ; and it is safe, probably, to conjecture 
that they were inconsiderable — nothing, certainly, 
like what Virgil owed to Homer, Hesiod, and 
Theocritus. 

It would weary the reader, not to mention the space 
which the execution of such a task would require, to 
conduct him along the whole course of the metamor- 
phoses — from the description of Chaos, with which the 
poet begins, to the transformation of the murdered 
Caesar into a comet, with which, not following the 
customary adulation to the successor of the great 
Dictator, he concludes. Specimens must suffice ; and 
the book is one which, better than any other great 
poem that can be mentioned, specimens may ade- 
quately represent. 

The first book begins, as has been said, with a de^ 
scription of Chaos. " Nothing," says Bayle, in his 
satirical fashion, *' could be clearer and more intel- 
ligible than this description, if we consider only the 
poetical phrases ; but if we examine its philosophy, 
we find it confused and contradictory — a chaos, in fact, 
more hideous than that which he has described." Bayle, 
however, looked for what the poet never pretended to 
give. His cosmogony is, at least, as intelligible as 
any other ; and it is expressed with marveUous force 
of language, culminating in one of the noblest of the 
poet's efibrts, the description of the creation of man, 
the crown and masterpiece of the newly-made world. 
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" Something yet lacked — aome holier being— dnwered 
With lofty Boul, and capable of rule 
And governance o'er all beaidea, — and Man 
At laat had birth : — whether from seed dirine 
Of Him, the ortilicer of things, and cause 
Of the amended world, — or whether Earth 
Yet new, and late from jEther separate, still 
Betained aome lingering gertne of kindred Heaven, 
Which wise Prometheus, with the plastic aid 
Of water borrowed from the neighbouring stream. 
Formed in the likeness of the all-ordering Gods ; 
And, while all other creatures songht the ground 
With downwaid aspect grovelling, gave to man 
Sia port sublime, and bade him scan, erect, 
The heavens, and front with upward gaze the stars. 
And thus earth's substance, rude and sbapeleaa ei^. 
Transmuted took tlie novel furm of MaiL" * 

The four agea of the world thus created are de- 
acribed ; and to the horrors of the laat of these, the 
Age of Iron, aucoeeda the tale of its crowning wicked- 
ness — the attempt of the giants to scale the heights 
of heaven. Jupiter smites down the asaoilaats, and 
the earth brings forth from their blood 
" A race, of Gods 
Contemptuous, prone to violence and lust 
Of strife, and bloody-minded, born from blood." 

Jupiter calls his fellow-gods to council, and they pass 
to his hall along the way — 

" Sublime, of milky whiteness, whence its name." 

" Two lines of Dryden's varrion are liete worth quoting ; — 
" Hitn lonka aloft, and with erected eyes 
Beholda his awn hereditary akies." 
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He inveighs (gainst the enormities of man, recounting 
what he had himself witnessed when he had — 
"Putting off Its God, 
Disguised in human Bemhlance waited the world." ■ 

Many ehameful sights he had witneasedj bat the 
■worst horror had met him in the hall of Lycaon, the 
Aicadian king, who, after attempting to murder hia 
guest, had served up to him a feast of human flesh. 
Lycaon, indeed, had paid the penalty of his crime ; — 

" Terror-fltruck he iled. 
And through the silence of the diatjmt plains 
WUd howling, vainly strove for human voice, 
TTJH maddened soul his form infects : — his arms 
To legs are changed, Ids robes to shaggy hide ; — 
Glutting on helpless flocks his ancient lust 
Of blood, a wolf he prowls, — retaining still 
Some traces of his earlier self, — the same 
Grey fell of hair— the red flerue glare of eye 
And savage mouth, — alike in beast and man !" 

But a wider vengeance was needed. The whole race 
of man must be swept away. Thus we come to a 
desciiptiou of the deluge. Of all mankind, two only 
are left, — Deucalion, son of Prometheus, and Pyrrha, 
daughter of the brother Titan Epimetheus — 
" Than he no better, juater man had lived ; 



Than she n 






Seeking to Icnow how the earth may 

with the race of man, they receive the mysterious 

mand — 

" Behind you fling your mighty Mother's bones ! " 



A 



Deucalion, as becomes the son of so sagacious a &ther, 
discovers its meaning. The " mighty mother " is earth, 
the stones aie het bones. 



mgirt. 

Behind them, as commanded, flii^ the atones. 
And lo ! — a tale past credence, did not all 
Antiquity attest it true, — the stones 
Their natural r^iit lose, hy slow degrees 
Softening and softening into form ; and grow, 
And swell with milder nature, and assume 
Bnde semblance of a human shape, not yet 
Distinct, but like some statue new-conceived 
And half expressed in marble. What they had 
Of moist or earthy in their substance, turns 
To flesh : — what Bolid. and inflexible 
Forms into bones : — their veins as veins remain : — 
Till, in brief time, and by the Immortals' grace. 
The man-tossed pebbles hve and stand up men. 
And women from the woman's cast revive. 

So sprang our hard enduring race, which speaks 
Its origin — fit fruit of such a stock." 

But while man was thus created — 

" All other Kfe in various shapes the Earth 
Spontaneous bare, soon as the San had kissed 
Her bosom yet undried, and mud and marsh 
Stirred with ferment." 

Among these creatures, equivalents of the monetroiis 
aaurians of modem geological science, springs 

" Huge Python, serpent-prodigy, the dread 
Of the new world, o'er half the mountain's side 
EnomiouB coUed. But him the Archer-God, 
With all his quiver's store of shafts, untried 
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Till now on aught save deer or nimble goat, 
Smote to the death, and from a thousand wounds 
Drained the black torrent of his poisonous gore : — 
And, that the memory of the deed might live 
Through after-time, his famous festival 
And Pythian contest, from the monster's name 
So called, ordained." 

Hushed with his victory over the monster, Apollo 
meets Cupid, and asks him what right he has to such 
a manly weapon as the bow. Cupid retaliates by a 
shaft which sets the Sun-God's heart on fire with a 
passion for Daphne, daughter of Peneus, fairest and 
chastest of nymphs. She flies from his pursuit, and, 
when flight is ineffectual, is changed at her own 
prayer into a laurel. The god makes the best of his 
defeat : — 

" ' And if,' he cries, 
* Thou canst not now my consort be, at least 
My tree thou skaU be ! Still thy leaves shall cro\ni 
My locks, my lyre, my quiver. Thine the brows 
Of Latium's lords to wreathe, what time the voice 
Of Rome salutes the triumph, and the pomp 
Of long procession scales the Capitol. 
Before the gates Augustan shalt thou stand 
Their hallowed guardian, high amid thy boughs 
Bearing the crown to civic merit due : — 
And, as my front with locks that know no steel 
Is ever youthful, ever be thine own 
Thus verdant, with the changing year unchanged ! ' " 

The news of the strange event spreads far and wide, 
and to Peneus 

. "Throng 
The brother-Powers of all the neighbour-floods. 



Doubtful or to congratulate or condole 
The parent's hap." 

One onlf was abseut, Inachns, 



Held absent, in his cave's recess, vith tears 
Hi 8 flood augmenting." 

(One of the frigid conceits with which Ovid often 
betrays a faulty taste.) His grief was for hia daughter 
lo, whom he has lost, changed by Juno into a heifer. 
The feelings of the transformed maiden are told with 
some pathos. 

" By the loved banks she etrays 
Of Inachua, her childhood's happy haunt. 
And in tie stream strange horns reflected views, 
Back-shuddering at the si^'ht. The Naiads see 
And know her not ; — nor Inachus himself 
Can recc^nise his child, — though dose her sire 
She follows — close her sister-band, — and courts 
Their praise, and joys to feel their fondling hands. 
Some gathered herbs her father proffers — mute, 
She licks and wets with tears his honom-ed palm, 
And longs for words to ask fais aid, and tell 

She contrives to tell her tale in letters scraped by 
her hoot Then Argus, the hundred-eyed herdsman, 
to whom Juno has committed her, drives her to 
other paaturea. Then Mercury finds him, charms 
him to slumber with the song of Syrinx, transformed 
into a reed to escape the love of Pan, and then slays 
him. 



^ 
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" So waned nt once 

' The light whicli filled bo many eyes ; one nigLt 

Closed all the hundred. But Satumia's care 

Later renewed their fires, and hade them shine, 

Oem-like, amid the peacock'^ radiant plumes," 

In Egypt, lo gives biith to her son Epaphua, and 
Kpaphus, growing up, has among "his companiotta one 



^^p Apollo's child, whom once, with hoastful tongue, 
^^» Taunting hia birth divine, and claiming rank 
' Superior, the Inachian cheched" 

with the taunt that hia divine parentage waa all a fable. 
The fimoua youth seeka his mother, and demands 
whether the atory is true. It is, she saye; and she bida 
him seek the Sun-God himself, and hear the truth from 
his lips. The famous description of the Sun-God's 
palace follows : — 

" Sublime on lofty colunms, bright with gold 
And fiery carbuncle, its roof inlaid 
With ivory, rose tie Palace of the Sun, 
Approached by folding gates- with silver aheen 
Radiant ; material priceJeaa, — yet less prized 
For its own worth than what the cunning head 
Of Uulciber thereon had wrought, — the globe 
Of Earth, — the Seas that waab it ronnd, — the Skies 
That overhang it. 'Mid the waters played 
Their Goda CBcrulean. Triton with his horn 
Was there, and Proteus of the shafting shape, 
And old .lEgeon, curbing with firm baud 
The monsters of the deep. Her Nereida there 
Bound Doris sported, aeeming, aome to swim, 
Some on the rocks their tresses green to dry, 
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Some dolphm-bome to tide ; nor all in face 

The same, nor different ; — 80 ahould Biatera be. 

Eartli ehowed bei men, and towns, and woods, and beasts, 

And Btreamfl, and nymphs, and rural deities : 

And OTer all the mimic Heaven was bright 

With the twelve Zodiac signs, on either valve 

Of the great portal figured, — sis on each." 

Phaeton bega his iatherto confirm his word by grant- 
ing any boon that be may oak ; and, the god consent- 
ing, asks that he may drive his chariot for a day, 
PhaiJton ia the stock example of " fiery ambition o'er- 
vaulting itself j" and the story of his fall may be passed 
over, though it abounds with passages of splendid de- 
Bcription. Eridanua or Po receivee the fallen char- 
ioteer. His weeping elstera are transformed into 
poplara on its banks. 

" But yet tliey weep ;— -and, in the Sua, their tears 
To amber harden, by the clear stream caught 
And borne, the gaud and grace of Lalian maids." 

TVe have reached the middle of the second out of 
fifteen books. We will try their quality at another 
place. 

Perseus, son of Jupiter, ia on his travels, mounted 
on the winged steed Pegasus, and armed with the 
head of the Gorgon Medusa. He comes to the house 
of Atlas, " hugest of the human race 



I 



" To whom the bounds 
Of Earth and Sea were subject, where the Sun 
Downward to Ocean guides his panting steeds 
And in the waves his glowing axle cools." 



J 
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He asks shelter and hospitality ; but the Titan, mind- 
ful of how Theseus had told him how a son of Jupiter 
should one day rob him of his orchard's golden fruit, 
refuses the boon. The indignant hero cries — 

" * Then take 
From me this gift at parting ! ' and his look 
Askance he turned, and from his left arm flashed 
Full upon Atlas' face the Gorgon-Head, 
With all its horrors : — and the Giant-King 
A Giant mountain stood ! His beard, his hair 
Were forests : — ^into crags his shoulders spread 
And arms : — his head the crowning summit towered : — 
His bones were granite. So the Fates fulfilled 
Their best ; — and all his huge proportions swelled 
To vaster bulk, and ample to support 
The incumbent weight of Heaven and all its Stars." 

Perseus pursues his journey, and reaches the Lybian 
shore, where the beautiful Andromeda is chained to a 
rock, to expiate by becoming the sea-monster's prey ' 
her mother's foolish boast of beauty. 

" Bound by her white arms to the rugged rocks 
The Maid he saw : — and were't not for the breeze 
That gave her tresses motion, and the tears 
That trickled down her pallid cheeks, — had sure 
Some marble statue deemed." 

The reader may like to see how a modem poet has 
treated the same subject. It is Perseus who speaks : — 

" From afar, unknowing, I marked thee, 
Shining, a snow-white cross on the dark-green walls of 

the sea-cliff ; 
Carven in marble I deemed thee, a perfect work of the 

craftsman, 
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Likened of Amphitrite, or far-famed Queen Cytherea. 
Curious I came, till I saw how thy trcBBes streajiied in the 

sea-wind, 
Glistening, black as the night, and thy lips moved alow in 

thy wailing." 

Mj Kingsley'a hero delivers the maiden, trusting to 
her for his reward. Ovid's Perseus, lesa chivalrous, 
perhaps, but more in accordance with ancient modes 
of thought, bargains with her father and mother that 
he shall have her for his wife, before be begins the 
conflict with the destroyer. On the other hand, it may 
be placed to his credit that he slays the beasfwith 
his falchion, without rooourse to the terrible power of 
the Goigon head. Ovid's taste seems a little in fault 
' in the next passage, Perseus wraps up his dangerotiB 

! weapon in sea-weed, which freezes, and stifiens at its 

I touch into stony leaf and stAlk. The sea-nymphs, in 

I delight, repeat the experiment, sow " the novel seeds " 

about their realm, and so produce the coral. To us it 
^^^ seems a puerile conceit, diminishing the beauty of a 
^^^L noble legend. Ovid, probably, thought only of com- 
^^^H pleting his work, by introducing every fable of trans- 
^^^H formation he could find. 

^^^H After victory comes due sacrifice to the gods, and 

^^^^^ then Cepheiis makes the marriage-feast for his daughter. 
^^^^1 To the assembled guests Perseus tells the story of how 
^^^H he had won the Gorgon's head. In the midst of their 
^^^^1 talk comes a sudden interruption of no friendly kind. 
^^^^B Fhineus, brother of Cepheus, bursts with an armed 
^^^^B throng into the hall, and demands Andromeda, who 
^^^^1 had been promised to him in marriage. A fierce bat- 
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tie ensues ; and Ovid, in describing it, seems to chal- 
lenge comparison with the great masters of epic. The 
young hero, true to his principles, defends himself with 
mortal weapons, and works prodigies of valour. It is 
only when he finds his friends crushed by overpowering 
numbers that he bares the dreadful Head, and turns 
it on the assailants 3 — first as they press forward one by 
one, then on the crowd, and last on the leader himself. 

« He flashed 
Full on the cowering wretch the Gorgon-Head. 
Vainly he strove to shun it ! Into stone 
The writhing neck was stiffened : — white the eyes 
Froze in their sockets : — and the statue still, 
With hands beseeching spread, and guilty fear 
Writ in its face, for mercy seemed to pray." 

Perseus then bore his bride to Argos, where the Head 
recovers from the usurping Proetus his grandfather's 
kingdom, and turns to stone the incredulous Poly- 
dectes, tyrant of Seriphus. 

Here we leave Perseus j and Pallas, who has been 
his helper throughout his toils, goes to Helicon, there 
to inquire of the Muses about the strange fountain 
which she hears has sprung from the hoof-dint of the 
winged Pegasus. Urania, speaking for the sisterhood, 
tells her that the tale is true 3 and when the goddess 
speaks of the beauty and peace of their retreat, nar- 
rates the story of how they had escaped from the 
tyrant Pyreneus by help of their wings, and how he, 
seeking to follow them, had been dashed in pieces. 

As she speaks, a 

" Whirr of wings 
Came rustling overhead, and from the boughs 
A.C.S.S., vol. ii. E 
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Voices that bade them ' Hail ! ' — ao human-clear 

That npward Pallaa turned her wondering gaze 

To see who spoke. She saw but BirdB : — a row 

Thrice three, of Pies, at imitatiTe sounds 

Deftest of wingfed things, that, on a branch 

Perched clamoroua, eeemed as though some woeful fete 

They wailed and strove to tell,'' 

Urania expkins the marvel They had been nine 
sistei's, daughters of Pierua, "Lord of Pella'a field," 
and proud of their skill in music and song; and, deem- 
ing that there lay some magic in their mystic number, 
had challenged the sister lluees to contend. The 
challenge had been accepted, and the Nymphs swore 
by all their river-gods to judge feirly between tho 
two. One of the daughters of Pierus had sung, and 
her Bong had been treason to the gods, for it told 
how, in fear of the Titan onset of the sons of earth, 
the lords of heaven had fled, disguised in all strange 
shapes. Then the Muses had replied ; but Pallas 
thinks Urania will not care to hear their song. Not 
so, replies the goddess ; so the tale is told- Calliope . 
had been their chosen champion, and her theme had 
been how Pluto had carried off Proserpina, daughter of 
Ceres, to share bis gloomy throne in Hades, and how 
the mourning mother sought her child in every region 
of the earth- A touch of the ludicrous comes 
fete of the mocking Stellio : — 

" Weary and travel- worn, — her lips unwet 
With water,— -at a straw-thatched cottage door 
The Wanderer knocked. An ancient crone cam' 
And saw her need, and hospitable brought 
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Her bowl of barley-broth, and bade her drink. 
Thankful she raised it : — but a graceless boy 
And impudent stood by, and, ere the half 
Was drained, ' Ha ! ha ! see how the glutton swills ! ' 
With insolent jeer he cried. The Goddess' ire 
W^ roused, and, as lie spoke, what liquor yet 
The bowl retained full in his face she dashed. 
His cheeks broke out in blotches : — what were arms 
Turned legs, and from the shortened trunk a tail 
Tapered behind. Small mischief evermore 
Might that small body work : — the lizard's seK 
Was larger now than he. With terror shrieked 
The crone, and weeping stooped her altered child 
To raise ; — ^the little monster fled her grasp 
And wriggled into hiding. Still his name 
His nature tells, and, from the star-like spots 
That mark him, known as Stellio crawls the Newt." 

At last, after a fruitless quest, she wanders back to 
Sicily, the land where the lost one had last been seen. 
And then the secret is half revealed. Cyane, chief of 
Sicilian nymphs, had tried to bar the passage of Pluto 
as he was descending with his captive, and had been 
dissolved into water by the wrath of the god. But 
she tells what she can, and shows, floating on her 
waves, the zone which Proserpina had dropped. 
Then the mother knew her loss, and in her wrath 
banned with barrenness the ungrateful earth. But 
who was the robber ) That she finds another nymph 
to tell her. Arethusa had seen her : — 

" All the depths 
Of earth I traverse : — where her caverns lie 
Darkest and nethermost I pass, and here 
Uprising, look once more upon the Stars. 
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And in my course I eaw her ! yea, these eyes, 
Aa past the Stygian realm my waters rolled, 
Proserpina heheld ! Still sad she seemed. 
And still her cheek some trace of terror wore, 
But (ill a Queen, and, in that dismal world, 
Greatest in place and majesty, — tha wife 
Of that tremendous God who rules in Hell." 

The wretched mother fiiea to the throne of Japiter. 
She must have back her child. She does not take 
account of the great throae which she sharea. And 
Jove grants the request, hut only— for so the Fates 
have willed it — on this condition, that no food should 
have passed her lipa in the realms below. Alas I the 
condition cannot he fulfilled. She had plucked a 
pomegranate ia the garden of the Shades, and had 
eaten seven of its grains. Ascalaphua, son of the 
gloomy deities Woe and Darkness, had seen her, and 
he told the tale. The mother takes 



"With water snatched from Phlegethon 
Hia brow ehe sprinkled. Instant, heak and pluniea 
And larger eyes were his, and tawny wings 
His altered form uplifted, and his head 
Swelled disproportioned to his size : his t"'!" 
Curved crooked into claws, — and heavily 
His pinions beat the air. A bird accursed. 
Augur of coming sorrow, atUl to Man 
ni-ominous and hateful flits the Owl." 

But Jove reconcilfiia her to her grim aon-in-law. 
Proserpina was to spend six months in hell and six 
on earth, and the satisfied mother has leisure to seek 
Arethusa, and End hour she bad learned the secret. 
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Shfl hears in reply how she had fled from the pursuit 
of Alpheus irom her native home In Achaia, and ha<l 
passed through all the depths of earth till she rose 
again to the light in Sicily, The story told, Cerea 
hastens to Athens, and there teaches the youth Tripto- 
lemua the secrets of husbandry, and bids him journey 
in her dragon-car over the world to spread the new 
knowledge. At the court of the Scythian Lyncus ha 
ie treacherously assailed by his host, but Ceres stays tha 
murderer's hand, and changes him into a lynx. Here, 
after digressions which strongly remind us of tha 
' Arabian Nights,' we come to the end of Calliope's 
song. Then Urania tells how the Nymphs, with one 
voice, accorded victory to tha Muses; and how the 
Pierian sisters — whose name, by the way, their suc- 
cessful rivals seem to have appropriated — rebelled 
against the judgment, and found the penalty in trans- 
formation into Pies. The story then passes on to tha 
revenge which Pallas herself has had on a mortal 
rival.' The poet — with true tact, — does not make 
her tell the tala herself, for she seems to have con- 
quered by power, not by skill Araehne, a Lydian 
maid, brought all the world to look at her wondrous 
spinning. They swear that Pallas herself had taught 
her, bat she disdains such praise - — her art was all her 
own. Let Pallas come to com.pare her skill. And 
Pallaa came, but at first in shape of an ancient dame, 
who counsels the hold maidon to be content with 
victory over mortal competitors, but to avoid dan- 
gerous challenge to the gods. The advice is given 
in vain. Araehne rushes upon her fate. The goddess 



reveals lierself, and the coDtest ia liegun. Au admir- 
able piece of word-painting follows ; — 

" The looms were set, — the webs 
Were hung : beneath their fingers nimbly plied 
The subtle fabricH grew, and waj^i and woof, 
TranByerse, with shuttle and with slaj compact 
Were pressed in order fair. And either girt 
Her mantle close, and eager- wrought ; the toil 
Itself was pleasure to the skitfu] hands 
That knew so well their task. With Tyrian hue 
Of pnrple blushed the texture, and all shades 
Of colonr, blending imperceptibly 
Each into each. So, when the wondrous bow — 
What time some passing shower hath dashed the sun — 
Spans with its mighty arch the vault of Heaven, 
A thousand colours deck it, different all, 
Yet all so subtly interfused that each 
Seems one with that which, joins it, and the eye 
But by the contrast of the estremes perceives 
The intermediate change, — And last, with thread 
Of gold embroidery pictured, on. the web 
Lifelike expressed, some antique fable glowed." ' 

Pallas pictures the Hill of Mars at Athens, where 
the gods had sat in judgment in the strife between 
herself and Neptune as to who should be the patron 
deity of that fair city. 

" There stood the God 
Of Seas, and with bis trident seemed to smite 
The ru^ed rock, and from the cleft out-sptang 
The Steed that for its author claimed the town. 
Herself, with shield and spear of keenest barb 
And helm, she painted ; — on her bosom gleamed 
Tlie M^ :■ — with her lance's point she struck 
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The earth, and from its breast the Olive bloomed, 
Pale, with its berried fruit : — and all the gods 
Admiring gazed, adjudging in that strife 
The victory hers." 

Arachne, disloyal, as the daughters of Pierus had 
been, to the Lords of Heaven, pictures them in the 
base disguises to which love for mortal women had 
driven them. But her work is so perfect that — 

" Not Pallas, nay, not Envy's self, could fault 
In all the work detect." 

The furious goddess smites her rival twelve times on 
the forehead : — 

" The high-souled Maid 
Such insult not endured, and round her neck 
Indignant twined the suicidal noose, 
And so had died. But, as she hung, some ruth 
Stirred in Minerva's breast : — the pendent form 
She raised, and ' Live !' she said — ' but hang thou still 
For ever, wretch ! and through all future time 
Even to thy latest race bequeath thy doom !' 
And, as she parted, sprinkled her with juice 
Of aconite. With venom of that drug 
Infected dropped her tresses, — nose and ear 
Were lost ; — her form to smallest bulk compressed 
A head minutest crowned ; — ^to slenderest legs 
Jointed on either side her fingers changed : 
Her body but a bag, whence still she draws 
Her filmy threads, and, with her ancient art. 
Weaves the fine meshes of her Spider's web." 

Leaving the goddess in the enjoyment of this doubt- 
ful victory, the story passes on to the tale of Niobe. 



What has been given oocnpiea in the oiiginol a Bpace 
about equivalent to a, book and a half. 

Sometimes Ovid gives us an opportunity of com- 
paring him with a great master of hia own art. A 
notable instance of the kind is the story of how Orpheus 
■went down to the lower world in search of his lost 
Eurydice; how he won her by the charms of his song 
fiom the unpitying Gods of Death, and lost her again 
on the very borders of life. 

" So sang he, and, accordant to his plaint. 
As wailed the strings, the bloodless Ghoats were moved 
To weepii^. By the lips of Tantalus 
Unheeded slipped the wave ; — Ixion's wheel 
Forgot to wliirl ; — the Vulture's bloody feast 
Was stayed ; — awhile the Belides forbore 
Their leaky oms to dip ;— and Sisyphus 
Sate listening on his stone. Then, first, they say,— 
The iron cheeks of the Eumenides 
Were wet with pity. Of the nether realm 
Nor King nor Queen had heart to say him nay. 
Forth from a heat of new-descended Shades 
Eurydice was called ; and, haltiug yet 
Slow with her recent wound she came — alive, 
On one condition to ker spouse restored. 
That, till Avemus' vale is passed and earth 
E^ained, he look not backward, or the boon 
Is null and tbrfeit. Through the silent realm 
Upward against the eteep and fronting hill 
Dark with obscurest gloom, the way he led: 
And now the upper air was all but won, 
When, fearful lest the toil o'er-taak her strength. 
And yearning to behold the form he loved, 
An instant back he looked,— and back the Shade 
That instant fled ! The arms that wildly strove 
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To clasp and stay her clasped but yielding air ! 
No word of plaint even in that second Death 
Against her Lord she uttered, — how could Love 
Too anxious be upbraided ? — but one last 
And sad 'Farewell !' scarce audible, she sighed, 
And vanished to the Ghosts that late she left." 

Here is Virgil, though he has not the advantage 
of being presented by so skilful a translator as Mr 
King: — 

" Stirred by his song, from lowest depths of hell 
Came the thin spectres of the sightless dead. 
Crowding as crowd the birds among the leaves 
Whom darkness or a storm of wintry rain 
Drives from the mountains. Mothers came, and sires, 
Great-hearted heroes, who had lived their lives. 
And boys, and maidens never wed, and men 
Whom in their prime, before their parents' eyes, 
The funeral flames had eaten. All around 
With border of black mud and hideous reed, 
Cocytus, pool unlovely, hems them in, 
And Styx imprisons with his nine-fold stream. 
Nay, and his song the very home of death 
Entranced and nethermost abyss of hell. 
And those Dread Three whose tresses are entwined 
With livid snakes ; while Cerberus stood agape, 
Nor moved the triple horror of his jaw ; 
And in charmed air Ixion's wheel was stayed. 
And now with step retreating he had shunned 
All peril ; and the lost one, given back, 
Was nearing the sweet breath of upper ab, 
Following behind — such terms the gods imposed — 
When some wild frenzy seized the lover's heart 
Unheeding, well, were pardon known in hell, 
Well to be pardoned. Still he stood, and saw, 
Ah me ! forgetful, mastered all by love. 



Saw, at the very border of the day. 

His own Eutydice. O wasted toil ! 

O hrokeu compact of the ruthleas god I 

Tten tlirough Averaus rolled the crash of doom, 

And she — ' What miserable madnesa this, 

Ah I wretched that I am ! which rains me 

And thee, my Orpheoa 1 Lo ! the cruel Fates 

Call me again ; sleep seals my ewimming eyes ; 

Farewell ! for boundlesB darknesB wraps me round 

And cairiea me away, still stretching forth 

Dark hands to thee, who am no longer thine.' " 

So reader will doubt with, whicli poet the general 
superiority lies ; yet it must be allowed that Ovid is 
strong in what may be called his oivn peculiar line. 
There is a noble tenderness and a genuine pathos in 
the parting of the two lovers, which ia charftcteriatic or 
the poet's genius. 

One of the longest as well as tho most etriiing 
episodes ia the whole book m the contest between 
Ajax and THyssee for the arma of the dead Achilles ; 
and it has the additional interest of reckling the de- 
clamatory studies of the poet's youth. It is through- 
out a magnificent piece of rhetoric. The blunt energy 
of Ajas, and the crafl and persuasiveness of Ulysses, 
are admirably given. The elder Seneca, in the pas- 
sage already quoted, mentions that the poet was in- ' 
debted for some of his materials and language to his 
teacher, Porcius Latro, one of whose declamations on 
" The Contest for the Arms " Seneca had either heard 
or read. One phrase is specified as having been bor- 
rowed ftom this source, It is the fiery chaDenge 
with which Ajax clenches his argument : — 
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" Enough of idle words ! let hands, not tongues, 
Show what we are ! Fling 'mid yon hostile ranks 
Our heroes armour: — hid us fetch it thence : — 
And he it his who first shall hring it back!'* 

The piece is too long to be given (it fills more than 
half of the thirteenth book), and its effect would be 
lost in extracts. A few lines, however, from the be- 
ginning may be quoled ; and indeed nothing through- 
out is more finely put. . It may be as well to mention 
that the ships spoken of had been in imminent danger 
of destruction at the hand of Hector, and that Ajax 
had at least some claim to be called their preserver : — 

" On high the chieftains sat : the common throng 
Stood in dense ring around ; then Ajax rose, 
Lord of the seven-fold shield ; and backward glanced, 
Scowling, for anger mastered all his soul, 
Where on Sigseum's shore the fleet was ranged. 
And with stretched hand : ' Before the ships we plead 
Our cause, great heaven ! and Ulysses dares 
Before the ships to match himself with me ! * " — C. 

It may be noticed, as a proof that Ovid went out of his 
way, in introducing this episode, to make use of material 
to which he attached a special value, that the narrative 
is not really connected with any transformation. Ajax, 
defeated by the act which gives the arms to his rival, 
falls upon his sword ; and the turf, wet with his blood, 

" Blossomed with the self-same flower 
That erst had birth from Hyacinthus' wound. 
And in its graven cup memorial bears 
Of either fate, — the characters that shape 
Apollo's wailing cry, and Ajax' name." 



What these characters were we lenm from tbe end 
o£ the story here alluded to, of how the heautifiil 
Hyacinthua was killed by a quoit from the hand of 
Apollo, and hotv 

" The blood 
That with its dripping crimaon dyed the turf 
Was blood no more : and sudden sprang to life 
A flower that wore tie lily's shape, but not 
The lily's silver livery, purple-hued 
And brighter than all tinct of Tynan shells : 
Nor with that boon of beauty satisfied. 
Upon the petals of ite cup the God 
Stamped legible hia sorrow's wailing cry, 
And ' Ai ! Ai 1 ' ever seema the flower to say."* 

Two more specimens must conclude thia ebapter, 
Pygmalion's statue changing into flesh and blood at 
the sculptor's passionate prayer is a subject after 
Ovid's own heart, and he treats it with consummate 
delicacy and skill : — 

" The Scidptor sought 
His home, and, bending o'er the eoneh that bore 
His Maiden's lifelike image, to her lipa 
Fond pressed his own, — and lo ! her lips seemed wann, 
And warmer, kissed again : — and now his hand 
Her bosom seeks, and dimpling to his touch 
The ivoty seems to yield, — as in the Sun 
The wasen labour, of Hymettus' bees. 
By plastic fingers wrought, to varioiw shape 
And nee by use is fashioned. Wonder-spelled, 
Scarce daring to believe his bliss, in dread 
Lest sense deluded mock him, on the form 
He loves again and yet again his hand 
Lays trembling touch, and to his touch a pulaa 



Witl 
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"Witliia throbs answering paJpaLle : — 'twas flest ! 
'TwBB very Life !^ — Tlien forth in eloquent flood 
grateful heart ita thanks to Tenua poured I 
le lipa he kiesed were Uving lips that felt 
passionate pressure ; — o'er the vii^^ cheeks 
Stole deepening crimson : — and the unclosing eyes 
Heaven and on their Lover looked ! " 



The fifteenth or last book of the 'MetamorphoseB ' 
contains an eloquent exposition of the Pythagorean 
philosophy. Pythagoras, a Greek by birth, had made 
Italy, the southern coasts of which were indeed thickly 
studded with the colonies of his nation, the land of his 
adoption, and the traditions of his teaching and of his 
life had a special interest for the people to which had 
deaeended the greatness of all the races — Oacan, Etrus- 
can, Greek — which had inhabited the beautiful penin- 
sula. A legend, careless, as such legends commonly are, 
of chronology, made him. the preceptor of Numa, the 
wise king to whom Rome owed so much of its worship 
and its law. The doctrine most commonly connected 
with his name was that of the metempsychosis, or 
transmigration of souls from, one body to another, 
whether of man or of the lower animals, though it 
probably did not occupy a very prominent part in his 
philosophy. It was an old belief of the Aryan race, 
and it had a practical aspect which commended it to 
the Eoman mind, always more inclined to ethical than 
to metaphysical speculations, Virgil, in that vision 
of the lower world which occupies the sixth book of 
hia great epic, employs it — partly, indeed, aa a poetical 
artifice for introducing hia magnificent roll of Koman 
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worthies, but also in a more serioitB aspect, as sug- 
gosting the method of those purifying influences which 
were to educate the human aoul for higher destinies. 
Ovid sees in it the philosophical explanation of the mar- 
vela which he has been relating, and, aa it were, their 
Tindication from the possible charge of being childish 
fables, vacant of any real meaning, and unworthy of 
a serious pen. The passage which follows refers 
to a practical rule in which we may see a natural 
inference from the philosophical dogma. If run n ia eo 
closely allied to the lower aainials — if their forma are 
made, equally with his, the receptacles of the one 
divine animating spuit — then there is a certain impiety 
ia his slaughtering them to satisfy hia wants. Strangely 
enough, the progress or revolution of human thought 
has brought science again to the doctrine of man's 
kindred with the animals, though it seems altogether 
averse to the merciful conclusion which Pythagoras 
drew from it. 



" What had je done, ye flocks, ye peaceful race 
Created for Man's blessing, that provide 
To fllake his thirst your udder's nectaroua draught, 
That with yoiu' fleece wrap warm hia shivering limbs, 

e him better with your life than death t — 
What fault was in the Ox, a creature mild 
And hatmleea, docile, bom with patient toil 
To hghten half the labour of the fields J— 
Ungrateful he, and little worth to reap 
The crop he sowed, that, from the crooked share 
Untraoed, hia ploughman slew, and to the aie 
Condemned the neck that, worn beneath hia yoke, 
For many a spring his furrows Saced, and home 
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With many a harvest dragged his Autumn- wain ! 
Nor this is all : — ^but Man must of his guilt 
Make Heaven itself accomplice, and believe 
The Gods, with slaughter of their creatures pleased ! 
Lo ! at the altar, fairest of his kind, — 
And by that very fairness marked for doom, — 
The guiltless victim stands, — ^bedecked for death 
With wreath and garland ! — Ignorant he hears 
The muttering Priest, — ^feels ignorant his brows 
White with the sprinkling of the salted meal 
To his own labour owed, — and ignorant 
Wonders, perchance, to see the lustral urn 
Flash back the glimmer of the lifted knife 
Too soon to dim its brightness with his blood ! 
And Priests are found to teach, and men to deem 
That in the entrails, from the tortured frame 
Yet reeking torn, they read the hest of Heaven ! — 
O race of mortal men ! what lust, what vice 
Of appetite unhallowed, makes ye bold 
To gorge your greed on Being like your own ? 
Be wiselier warned : — forbear the barbarous feast, 
Nor in each bloody morsel that ye chew 
The willing labourer of your fields devour ! 

• ••••• 

All changes : — nothing perishes ! — Now here, 
Now there, the vagrant spirit roves at will. 
The shifting tenant of a thousand homes : — 
Now, elevate, ascends from beast to man, — 
Now, retrograde, descends from man to beast ;— 
But never dies ! — Upon the tablet's page 
Erased, and written fresh, the characters 
Take various shape, — the wax remains the same : — 
So is it with the Soul that, migrating 
Through all the forms of breathing life, retains 
Unchanged its essence. Oh, be wise, and hear 
Heaven's warning from my prophet-lips, nor dare 
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With impions slaugliter, for your glutton-greed, 
The kindly Ijond of Nature violate, 
Nor from ita home espel the Soul, perehance 
Akin to yours, to nourish blood with blood !" 

It has been handed down to us on good authority 
that Virgil, in his last illness, desired his friends to 
commit his ' ^ueid ' to the flames. It had not re- 
ceived his final corrections, and he was unwUling that 
it should go down to posterity leaa perfect than ba 
could have made it. Evidences of this incomplete- 
ness aie to he found, especially in the occasional in- 
consistencies of the narrative. Critics have busied 
themselves in discovering or imagining other faults 
■which might have been corrected in revision. The 
desire, though it doubtless came from a mind en- 
feebled by morbid conditions of the body, was pro- 
bably sincere. We can hardly helieve as much of 
what Ovid tells ns of his own intentions about the 
'Metamorphoses:' "As for the verses which told 
of the changed forms— an unlucky work, which its 
author's banishment interrupted — these in the hour of 
my departure I put, sorrowing, as I put many other 
of my good things, into the flames with my own 
hands." Doubtless he did so ; nothing could have 
m.ore naturally displayed his vexation. But he could 
hardly have been ignorant that in destroying hia 
manuscript he was not destroying his work. " As 
they did not perish altogether," he adds, "but still 
exist, I suppose that there were several copies of 
them." But it is scarcely conceivahle that a poem 
containing as nearly as possihle twelve thousand linea 
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should have existed in several copies by chance, or 
without the knowledge of the author. When he says 
that the work never received his final corrections, 
we may believe him, though we do not perceive any 
signs of imperfection. It is even possible that he 
employed some of his time during his banishment in 
giving some last touches to his verse. 

However this may be, the work has been accepted 
by posterity as second in rank — second only to Virgil's 
epic — among the great monuments of Eoman genius. 
It has been translated into every language of modern 
Europe that possesses a literature. Its astonishing 
ingenuity, the unfailing variety of its colours, the 
flexibility with which its style deals alike with the 
sublime and the familiar, and with equal facility is 
gay and pathetic, tender and terrible, have weU en- 
titled it to the honour, and justify the boast with 
which the poet concludes : — 

*' So crown I here a work that dares defy 
The wrath of Jove, the fire, the sword, the tooth 
Of aU-devouring Time ! — Come when it will 
The day that ends my life's uncertam term, — 
That on this corporal frame alone hath power 
To work extinction, — high above the Stars 
My nobler part shall soar, — ^my Name remain 
Inmiortal, — ^wheresoever the might of Rome 
Overawes the subject Earth my Verse survive 
Familiar in the mouths of men ! — and, if 
A Bard may prophesy, while Time shaU last 
Endure, and die but with the dying World ! " 
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CHAPTER V. 



TBB FA8T1, OR ROUAN CALENDAR. 

In a rich, and leisuiBly society the antiquarian haa 
usually little difficulty in gaining a heariug. So it 
was at Eome, in the Augustan age. The etudy of the 
national antiquities seems to have been a particularly 
fashionable pursuit. Augustus, indeed, himself did 
his best to eacourage it. It was the dream of hia life 
to reawaken the old Bomau patriotism, and to kindle 
in the men of hia own day something lite the senti- 
ments of the past. The age might he frivolous and 
luxurious ; but he knew well that the Roman mind 
wae profoundly religious. There was all the machin- 
eiy of an elaborate ecclesiastical ritual, and it still 
commanded respect. Augustus not only swayed the 
armies of Rome — he was also supreme pontiff; and 
no doubt any arrangement in which such a title had 
been omitted, would have been felt to be imperfect 
In this capacity he could satisfy the vague and widely- 
diffused popular notion, which connected Rome's great- 
ness with her religion. The gods had been neglected, 
and their temples hail fallen into decay during tha 
civil wars ; and we may well believe that Horace ex- 
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pressed what was in the minds of many when he pro- 
phesied dire judgments on the State unless the sacred 
baiklings were restored.* To this work the emperor 
assiduously applied himself. He hunt ternplo after 
temple, established priesthoods, and revived old reli- 
gious ceremonials. Everywhere in the capital were 
now to he seen the outward signs of piety aad devo- 
tion. Eehgion, in fact — its history, its ritual, aU. its 
ancient associations— became subjects of popular inter- I 
est; and, as might he expected, a fashionable poet 1 
could not do otterwise tHan recognise in his verses tlis I 
growth of this new taste among his countrymen. !N<»| 
would he hnd any difficulty in doing so. A Bomaa J 
could seldom he original, but, on the other hand, there 
waa scarcely anything for which a model could not be 
found in Greek literature. Alexandria had long been 
a famous hterary centre, and its scholars and authors 
had handled every conceivable subject, human and 
divine. There, in the third century B. c, in the reigna 
of Ptolemy Philadelphus and Ptolemy Euergetes, had 
flourished Callimachua, specially distinguished by hia 
attainments as a grammarian and critic. He was at 
the head, ae he no doubt well deserved to be, of the 
great library of Alexandria. Unfortunately, of his 
more learned works, which were on a vast scale, noth- 
ing but the titles and a few meagre fragments have 
come down to us. He waa, however, a poet as well 
ae a scholar, and some of his poems, hymns, and epi- 
grams have survived. It appears that they were 
singularly pojmlar, though, it must be admitted, they 
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remind ua of tlie familiar proverb, " A poet ia bom, not 
made." However, it is certain that the Eoman poets 
of the Augustan age liked tliem, and thought it worth 
their while to imitate them. Catullus has done this in 
hia famoua poem on the " Hair of Berenice." rropertinfl, 
even made it his aim to be a Eoman Callimachus, and 
Bometimoa became intolerably obscure and affected in 
the attempt. It need not surprise ua that Ovid fol- 
lowed in the wake of two such eminent men. He knew 
the public for whom he was writing ; he knew, too, 
what sort of poems would be approved by the emperor 
and the court. A learned poem, dwelling on the old 
worship of his country, and commemorating the glorieg 
of its great families, would appeal successfully to a 
wide circle of readers. For such a work he had a 
model ready to his hand in aa epic of CallimachuB, 
which appears to have given in detail a multitude of 
myths and legends, with some account of old customs 
and religious ritea. This poem, which has not come 
down to us, was entitled " Canaea," and waa, it may 
be supposed, a learned poetical dissertation on 
cause or origin of the various beliefs current among 
mankind, and of the outward forms in which they had 
embodied themselves. It was this elaborate work 
which Ovid undertook to imitate, and perhaps to 
popularise. The result is the poem commonly known 
as the ' Fasti.' 

We may describe this work as a sort of hondboi:^ 
of the Eoman Calendar, or as a poetical almanac, ( 
a ritual in verse. It gives, as Dean Merivale says, 
" the seasons and reasons " of every special religious 
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■worship and ceremoniaL The mythology of old Eome 
and the legends of her heroes are worked, and worked 
with wonderful success, into the texture of the 
poem. What in the hands of a mere Dryasdust 
. would have been intolerably wearisome .and dull, be- 
comes under Ovid's treatment the lightest and pleas- 
antest of reading. The marvellous ease and dexterity 
with which he turns his not always very plastic 
materials into the smoothest and most graceful verse, 
perpetually strikes a scholar with amazement. He 
takes a story or a legend from some old annalist, and 
tells it with a neatness and a finish which, in its 
own way, has never been rivalled. This was a charm 
which a Eoman must have appreciated better than we 
can, but there were many other things which tended 
to make the ' Fasti * a thoroughly popular poem. It 
must have been pleasant to an ordinary reader to 
have picked up a good deal of antiquarian lore in a 
few hours of easy and delightful reading. The book 
would continually have been in the hands of the 
fashionable lady, who would think that it became her 
position to know something about the meaning and 
rationale of her religious observances. And we may 
take for granted it would please Augustus. Anything 
which familiarised the people with old beliefs and 
traditions would be certain to have his hearty sym- 
pathies. The poet too, of course, took care to extol 
and magnify the great family of the Julii, and to hint 
every now and then that Eoman grandeur was provi- 
dentially connected with their supremacy. 

Such is the general idea and purpose of the poem. 



That it was feegun, and in a great measure completed, 
while the poet was still living at Eomc, is beyond a 
doubt. Hia misfortune (he is speaking of hie baniah- 
ment) had, ho says, interrupted his work. Like the 
'Metamorphoses,' it was in an unfinished condition 
when he was driven into exile, and it is probable that 
he found employment and consolation in giving the 
finishing touches to both works. Some portions were 
certainly added during the last year of his life. In 
one passage he deplores the remoteness of hia Scythian 
abode from his native Sulmo. In another, he speaks 
of the triumph which had heen granted to Ctesar Get- 
manious for his victories over the Cheruaci, Chatti, and 
Angrivarii — a triumph voted in a.d. 15, but not actu- 
ally celebrated till two years afterwards. And a third 
passage seems to allude to a great work of temple res- 
toration which the Emperor Tiberius brought to an 
end in the latter year. 

The poem, as we have it, is in six hooka ; originally 
(of this there can hardly be a doubt) it consisted of 
twelve, each month of the Roman calendar having a 
book devoted to it. The calendar, like our own weaji, 
had a rehgious basis. Some of the months took their 

I names from Roman divinities. March had been the 
first month in the old calendar, according to which the 
year was divided into ten months. Tlie first Cassar, 
who laid his reforming hand on everything, brought 
his universal knowledge to bear on this intricate sub- 
ject, and introduced a new arrangement by which the 
year was henceforth to he made up of twelve months, 
January being the first. Ovid represents the god JanuB 
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as visibly appearing to him, and explaining Ms origin 
and attributes. A key is in his left hand, as a symbol 
of his august office as the Beginner and Opener of all 
things. He addresses Ovid as the " laborious poet of 
the Days," and then unfolds his various mysterious 
functions, and the meaning of the two faces which 
were regarded as his appropriate representation. 

The poet describes himself as encouraged to con- 
tinue the dialogue. He wants to know why the year 
should; begin with cold, rather than what might seem 
a more appropriate commencement, the warmth of 
spring. He is told that it follows the sun, which now, 
gathering strength and lengthening its course, begins 
a new existence. " Why should not New-year's day 
be a holiday % " " We must not begin by setting an 
example of idleness.'* Then, after other questions, 
" What is the meaning of the customary gift of palm, 
and dried figs, and honey in the white comb 1 " « It is 
well that the year, if it is to be sweet, should begin 
with sweets." " But why presents of money ? " — 

" He smiled. * Strange fancies of your time you hold. 
To think that honey is as sweet as gold ! 
Scarce one I knew in Saturn's golden reign, 
Whose master-passion was not love of gain. 
And still with time it grew, and rules to-day 
So widely, nothing can extend its sway. 
Not thus were riches prized m days of yore, 
When Rome was new, and scant its people's store. 
Then Mars' great son, a cottage o'er his head. 
Of river-sedges made his narrow bed. 
So small his temple, Jove could scarcely stand 
Upright, his earthen thunder iu his hand. 
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Uniiecked. the ahrines which bow with jewela blase ; 
Each lord of council led his sheep to graze : 
And felt no shame that sleep should lap his head 
With hay for pillow and with straw for bed. 
Fresh from the ploi^h the consul ruled the state, 
And fined the owner of a pound * of plate.' " 

And 80 the god goes on inveighing against the imiver- 
Bal greod of gain, though he owns himself in the end 
not averse to the more sumptuous manners of modem 
daya: — 

" Bronze once they gave ; now bronze gives place ta gold, 
Aftd the new money supersedes the old. 
We too— we praise the past, yet love a shrine 
Of gold ; — gold suits the majesty divine." 

Janua then explains the aignifieance of the emhlems 
on the coins that were given on his festival. The double 
head on one side was his own likeness ; the ship on 
the reverse was the memotial of that which in old 
time had home Saturn, expelled from the throne of 
heaven, to his tiiigdom in Italy. A description of hia 
happy reign follows, and then an antiquarian explan- 
ation of the situation of his temple, opening, as it did, 
on the two market-places of Rome — the cattle-market 
and the Forum properly so called. The last question 
which the curiosity of the poet su^esta refers to the 
well-known custom which kept the temple open when 
the State was at war, and shut it on the rare occa- 
' dons (three only are recorded as having occurred dur- 

■ The rssl quantity allowed was five pimtub; but the tmU' 
I lation fairly lepreeenta the exaggeration of the originiiL 
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ing the time of tlie Commonwealth) when it was at 
peace: — 

" ' In war, all bolts drawn back, my portals stand, 
Open for hosts that seek their native land ; 
In peace, fast closed, they bar the outward way, 
And still shall bar it under Caesar's sway/ 
He spake : before, behind, his double gaze 
AU that the world contained at once surveys ; 
And all was peace ; for now with conquered wave. 
The Rhine, Germanicus, thy triumph gave. 
Peace and the friends of peace immortal make. 
Nor let the lord of earth his work forsake ! " 

Under the same day, the first of January, is recorded the 
dedication of the temples of Jupiter and uEsculapius. 
Under the fifth is noted the setting of the constellation 
of Cancer — information which the poet tells us he 
means to give whenever occasion demands. Five other 
days of the month are similarly distinguished. On 
the eleventh of January occurs the festival of the 
Agcmalia, and Ovid takes the opportunity to display 
his etymological learning in accounting for the name. 
Was it given because the priest, as he stood ready 
to smite the victim, said, " Shall I strike 1 " (Agone ?) 
or because the beasts do not come of their own 
accord, but are driven (aguntur) to the sacrifice 1 Or 
is the word Agnalia {the sacrifice of lambs) with the 
" t>" inserted 1 or does it come from the agony with 
which the victim sees the shadow of the sacrificial 
knife in the water % or is it derived from the Greek 
word for the games (agones) which formed part of 
the festival in old times 1 Ovid's own view is that 
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agonia was an old word for the animals which it was 
customary to sacrifiee. With chavacteristic ingenuity, 
he digresaea into an elegant history of the grovrth of 
sacrifice. Meal and salt suffined for the simple of 
ings of early days. No spicea then had come from 
across the aea. Savin and the crackling bay-leaf gave 
perfume enough ; and it was only the wealthy who 
conid add violets to the garlands of wild flowers. 
The earliest victim was the pig, which waa sacrificed 
to Ceres, in punishment for the injury that he did to 
the crops under her protection. Warned hy his fete, ' 
the goat should have spared the vine-shoots ; but ha 
offended, and fell a victim to the wrath of Bacchna. 
The pig and the goat were guilty. But how had tha 
ox and the sheep ofi"endedi The ox first suffered 
at the bidding of Proteus, from whom the shepherd 
AristEeus, disconsolate at the loss of his bees, lea 
that a carcass buried in the ground would furnish him 
with a new supply.* The sheep was guilty, it would 
seem, of eating the sacred herb vervain. What animal 
could hope to escape, when the ok and the sheep , 
perished! The Sun-god demanded the horse, swiftest 
of animals ; Diana, the hind, which once had been 
made the substitute for the maiden Iphigenia.t 

* Thia notion that the corruption of animal matter would 
produee beea aeama to have been a serious belief among 
ancients. Virgil, wlio writes itbont bees as if be really knew 
gomething of the subject, recommends the proceea with sp- 
pareat aeriouaneas, though it is possible that be used it as b 
convenient iutroiluctioa for the legend of Aristicus, with ita 
beantiful episode of Orpliena and Enrjdice. 

t The feeling of later times revolted agninat the legend which 
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myselii" sajB Ovid, "have seen the wild tribes who 
dwell near the snow of H»inua Bacriflce the dog to 
Hecate." Even the ass falls a victmi to Silenns, who 
coTild never forgive him for an untimely hray. Birds 
Buffer, because they reveal the counsels of the gods by 
the indications of the future which soothsayers detect 
in their movements and their cries. The goose is 
not protected by the service which he did to Rome 
in wakening the defenders of the CapitoL And the 
cock, who sOmmons the day, is made an offering to 
the Goddess of Night. 

The thirteenth of the month introduces the story of 
Evander, one of the graceful narrations with which 
Ovid relieves the antiquarian details of the ' Fasti.' 
Evander is indeed a conspicuous personage in Italian 
legend. An Arcadian prince, banished in early youth 
from his native land, hut not for any fault of his own, 
he had settled in Italy many years before the Trojan 
war. He was in extreme old age when JSne.aa, carry- 
ing with him the fortunes of the future Rome, landed 
on the Latiaii shore ; and he gave to the struggle the 
support of his first alliance. Virgil in his great epic 
has made a copious use of the story. The voyage of 
the Trojan chief up the unknown stream of Tiber to 
the homely court of the Arcadian king, his hospitable 
reception, the valour and untimely death of the young 
Pallas, who leads hia father's troops to fight by the 

repreeented Ijjliigenia 08 really Eacrificed to appeosa the powers 
which hindered her fnther'a enterprise. Juat ao we fiad '' 
stoiy of Jeplitliah'8 vow softened doitn to Eomethirg less b 
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^F Bide of the destined beira of Italy, fumiah eoine of the 
most striking scenes in the 'jEneid.' Ovid, in describ- 
ing Evandet'a arrival in Italy, puts into his mouth a 
pi'opbecy of the future greatness of Home, which with 
H characteristic dexterity he turns into elaborate flattery 
^B of Tiberius and Livia, the emperor's mother. This 
H passage, which, it is evident, was written after the 
H death of Augustus, is one of the many proofs that 
■ the Fasti were kept under revision until close upon the 
H end of the poet's life. To the legend of Evander ia 
* attached the story of Hercules and Cacna. Eoman 
writers were anxious to make their own country the 
scene of some of the wondrous exploits of the great 
"knight-errant" of antiquity. The tale imi as fol- 
lows: — 

Somewhere near the strait which joins the Atlantic 
to the Inner Sea dwelt Gcryones, a hideous monster 
with triple body, master of a herd of oxen of febuloua 
beauty. Him the wandering Hercules slew, and driv- 
ing the cattle homewards to Argos, found himself — 
having, it would seem, somewhat lost his way — ^near 
Evander's city, on the banks of Tiber, Ho was hos- 
pitably entertained by the Arcadian; and his cattle 
I' meanwhile wandered at their will over the fields, 

r Next morning he missed two of the bulls. It seemed 

\ in vain to search for them. They had been stolen, 

U indeed, but the robber had draped them tail-foremost 

I into his cave, and the device was sufficient to puzde 

■ the simple-minded hero. The robber was Cacus, the 

^^^^^ terror of the Aventine forest, a son of Vulcan, huge of 
^^^^H frame, and strong as he was huge, whose dwelling was 

A J 
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in a caTS, which even the wild heaats could hardly 
findj its entrance hideous with limhs and Leads of 
mon, and its floor white with human bones. Hercules 
was about to depart, when the bellowing of the im- 
prisoned oxen reached him. Guided by the sound, 
hs found the cave. Cacus had blocked the entrance 
with a large mass of rock, which even five yoke of 
oxen could scarcely have stirred. But the shoulders 
that had supported the heavens were equal to the 
task. The rock gave way, and the robber had to fight 
for his prey and his life. First with fists, then with 
stones and sticks he fought, and finding himseU worst- 
ed, had recourse to his father's aid, and vomited forth 
fire in the face of the foe. All was in vainj the 
knotted club descended, and the monster fell dying 
on the ground. The victor sacrificed one of the cattle 
to Jupiter, and left a memorial of himself in the ox- 
market, the name of which was traced, not to the 
commonplace explanation of its use, but to the animal 
which the victorious son of Jupiter had there sacrificed 

What remains in the hook may be passed over with. 
brief notice. The thirteenth of the month was dis- 
tinguished as the day on which Augustus had amused 
the Koman. people, and gratified his own passion for 
veiling despotism under republican forms, by restoring 
to the senate the control of the provinces in which 
peace had been restored. On the eighteenth was com- 
memorated the dedication of the Temple of Concord, 
first made when Camillus had reconciled contending 
orders in the State, and renewed by Tiberius after 
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completing liis German eonquests. A mQmorabls holi- 
day, that of the " sowing day," was fixed at tha dis- 
cretion of the pontiff, near the end of the mouth. The 
thirtieth commemorated the dedication of the altar 
to Peace, and afforded the poet yet another oppor- 
tunity of offering his homage to the house of Au- 
guatuB : — 

" Her tresaea bomid with Aotium's * crown of bay, 
Peace comes ; in aU the world, sweet goddess, stay ! 
Her altar flames, je priests, with incense feed, 
Bid 'neath the axe the Hnow-white victim bleed ! 
Pray willing heaven, that CEesar'a house may stand, 
Losg as the peace it gives a wearied land ! " 

It would weary the reader, oven did space per- 
mit, to go ia like detail through the poet's account 
of each month. He begins each with an attempt 
to determine the etymology of its nama That of 
February, he tella us, was to be found in the word 
fehrua, a name given by the Eomans of oy to certain 
offerings of a purifying and expiatory nature used at 
this time. The purification of the fiocks and herds, 
aa well as of human beings, was a very important 
element in the religibuB life of Rome ; and the words 
lustrum and luntratio, which denote certain forma of 
purification, are well known to every student of 
Eoman history. February is therefore the " purifying " 

• At the battle of Aotium (fought B.C. 31) the ciril wars 
which httil raged at intervUils for more thnu sisty years were 
brought to a find, close by the victory of OctaviuB CeGaar over 
bis rival Antony. 
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month; and its name thus testifies to a widespread 
belief in the need of cleansing and expiation. M^irch, 
of couise, takes its name from the god Mars, the 
&ther of Eome's legendary founder. For April the 
poet gives a fanciful etymology. " Spring," he says, 
"opens" (aperit) "aU things;" and so, he adds, "April, 
according to tradition, means the ' open ' time " {aper- 
turn tempus). It is the time of love ; and Venus dur- 
ing this month is in the ascendant, " the goddess who 
is all-powerful in earth, in heaven, in sea." For the 
next month, May, Ovid confesses that he has no 
satisfactory theory to offer as to its name. He sug- 
gests that it is formed from the root of major and 
majestas, "May," he says, "is the month for old 
men; and its special function is to teach the young 
reverence for age. " Majestas," indeed, was regarded, 
after Eoman fashion — which delighted in real personi- 
fications — as a divinity, whom Romulus and Numa 
worshipped as the upholder of filial reverence and 
obedience, ^d also as the rightful disposer of the 
offices and honours of the State in their due order. 
With this divinity the month of May was associated. 
June is Juno's month, though Ovid admits that the 
explanation is doubtful He represents the goddess 
as appearing to him in a secluded grove when he was 
pondering within himself on the origin of the name. 
She tells him that, as he has undertaken to celebrate 
in his verse the religious festivals of Rome, he has 
thereby won for himself the privilege of beholding 
the divine essence. As she was both the wife and 
sister of Jupiter, her month would speak to the public 
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of Eome of tha marriage -tie and of fmnily- bonds. 
With the sixth book tha Fasti, as we have them, 
come to an end. 

The name having been thus aceotinted for, ttatro 
nomical occurrences, religious ceremonies, matters of 
litual, tlie anniversaries of the dedications of temples . 
and altars, and the like, are duly recorded, the poet 
availing himself of every opportunity to introduce 
some historical or mythological legend. They are the 
most attractive part o£ the work, for Ovid is alwaj^ 
happy in narrative. Among the most noticeable of 
the historical class is the tale of the three hundred and 
six Fahii who feU on the plains of Yeu, in the battle 
of the Cremera, fighting with an heroic courage, in 
which Roman patriotism foucd a match for the great 
deed of t^onidos and his thr<>e hundred Spartans at 
ThetmopyliB. Indeed, though it would be raih to 
deny altogether the genuineness of the narrative, there 
is something auspicious about the Roman legend. The 
historians of Eome had indeed a singular power of 
embellishment and invention, and it is not doing 
them any injustice to suppose that the original story, 
whatever it may have been, grow somewhat beneath 
their hands. The legend, to which the reader may 
give such credence as he pleases, runs thus : — 

In the early days of the Commonwealth, Eome v 
troubled much by dissension at home, and by tha 
attacks of her Etruscan neighbours on the north. The 
great house of the Fabii had fallen into disfavoui 
with their countrymen. What could they do better 
than at once rid the city of a presence which was no 



longer welcome, while they served their country by 
attacking its enemies abroad J So they go forth, a little 
band, wholly composed of men of the Pahian race. 
" One house," says the poet, " had taken on itaelf 
the whole might and burden of Eome ; any one of 
them, was worthy to be a commander." They croae 
the Cremera, one of the tributaries of the Tiber, a 
little stream then swollen by the melting of the anows 
of winter. The enemy fly before them ; they pene- 
trate into a wooded plain well fitted for the treacher- 
oua ambuscade. " Whither do ye rush, nohle 
house 1 to your peril do you trust the foe. Simple- 
hearted nobility, beware of the weapons of treachery !" 
All in a moment the enemy issue from the woods, and 
eacope is utterly cut off. "What can a few brave 
heroes do against so many thousands ? What resource 
is left them in so dire a eriais?" But the Fahii did 
not die unavenged r " aa the boar iii the forests of 
Lanrentum, when at last brought to bay, deals havoc 
among the hounds," so those intrepid warriors fall 
amid a multitude of slain foes. " Thus," as the poet 
says, "a single day sent forth all the Fabii to the 
war; a single day destroyed them alL" But one of 
the family was left, a striphng, who could not as yet 
bear arms. This was a special providence. The gods 
took care that the house descended from Hercules 
should not be utterly extinguished. It had a great 
destiny before it. " The stripling was preserved," the 
poet says, " that he who was surnamed Maximus, as 
Hannibal's formidable antagonist, might hereafter be 
bora," the man who, by his policy of delay (ounciando, 
A.C.S.s,. vol. il o 



whence hia surname of Cimctator), was to restore the 
fortunes of Rome. 

Another well-told legend is that of the translation * 
and deification of RomuloB, " WhDn his father, 
mighty in arms, saw the new walls of the city com- 
pleted, and many a war ended hy his son's prowess, 
he nttered this prayer to Jupiter : ' Rome's power now 
is firialy planted ; she needs not my child's help. 
Restore the son to the father ; though one has per- 
ished, I shall still have one left me in his own stead 
and in the stead of Remus. There will be one for 
thee to raise to the azure vault of heaven : thou hast 
spoken the word ; Jove's word must be fulfilled 
The prayer was at once granted, and, amid parting 
clouds, the king, while he was in the act of adminis- 
tering justice to his people, was carried up with pe 
of thunder and lightning-flashes into the heavens, 
his father's steeds. The grief of Rome was solaced 
by a vision of the departed hero, who appeared to o 
of the Julii as he was on his way from Alba Longa. 
" Suddenly, with a crash, the clouds on his left hand 
parted asunder ; he drew back, and his hair stood on 
end. Komulus seemed to stand before him — a gn 
and more than human figure, adorned with the rohe 
of state. He seemed to say. Forbid Rome's citizens 
to mourn ; their tears must not insult my divinity. 
Let them offer incense and worship a new god, Quiri- 
I, and pursue their country's arts and the soldier's 
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• Bnoltii. 481. 
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SometimeB the poet takes his readers into the ob- 
c bypaths o£ the old Italian mythology. These 
portiona of the ' Fasti ' have aa interest for scholars, 
though it would appear that Ovid bad by no meane a 
profound or philosophical acquaintance with the reli- 
gion of his ancestors. We meet with the iiamee of 
divinities which, to the ordinary reader, are altogether 
unfamiliar. Such a name is that of Anna Ferenna, a 
deified sister of the Phoenician Dido, according to the 
accounts both of Virgil and Ovid. She was a river- 
uymph, and to this her name Perenna (everlasting) 
waa meant to point. Her atory * is related at great 
length by Ovid. Her yearly festival, it appears, was 
celebrated on the Idea of March, and was a somewhat 
grotesque ceremony. The populace had a sort of pic- 
nic on the grassy hanks of the Tiber, and indulged 
themselves very freely. Indeed there was a distinct 
motive to drink without stint, as it was the custom to 
pray for aa many years of life as they had drunk cups 
of wine. The connection between the two is not to 
ua very obvious ; but, if we may trust Ovid, there 
were those who would drink out the years of the long- 
lived Nestor in the hope of attaining that worthy's 
age. Some, too, to Judge from the number of their 
cups, deserved to rival the Sibyl in longevity. There 
they sang all the songs they had heard at the theatre, 
and having drunk and sung to their heart's content, 
they bad a merry dance. One is not surprised to hear 
that many of them cut sorry figures on their return 
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^^^H home. "I lately mot: them," saya oui poet; "a 
^^^H drunken old woman was dragging along a drunken 
^^^H old man." Let us hope their prayer for a long life 
^^^H was answered. He ends his account of this Anna 
^^^H Ferenna witli an amusing little story about her. 
^^^H When she had been made a goddess, Mars paid her a 
^^^H visit, and had some private conversatioa with her. 
^^^H "You are worshipped," he said, "in my month; I 
^^^H have great hopes from your kind assistance. I am on 
^^^1 fire with love of Minerva ; we both of us bear arms, 
^^^H and long have I been cherishing my passion. Contrive 
^^^H that, as we follow the same pursuit, we may be united. 
^^^B The part well becomes you, good-natured old 
^^^H woman ! " Anna professed her wiUingcess to help 
^^^B the god of war, and undertook the delicate business of 
^^^H Eirrangtng a meeting. However, for a time she put 
^^^H him off with promises ; but at last the ardent lover 
^^^B was, as he thought, to be gratified. So the god hur- , 
^^^F Tied off to meet the object of his affections ; but when 
^^^* in his impatience he raised her veil, and was about to 
; snatch a kiss, he found that Anna had played him a 

I trick, and had dressed herself up as Minerva. Ha was 
naturally angry and ashamed of himself, all the more so 
as the new goddess laughed bim to scorn, and aa his , 
old flame Venus thoroughly enjoyed the joke, It ap- 
pears that thia legendary hoax, which Ovid tells in ' 
his best way, gave occasion to a numher of sly and 
humorous sayings among the merry people on the 
banks of the Tiber. It was, no doubt, great fun for 
them to think of the aagust deity to whom their city 
. J 
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owed its founder and first king, having been " sold " 
in such a fashion. 

It wiU be seen from this instance that Ovid knew 
how to relieve what might seem a dry subject with a 
few light touches. His ' Fasti ' have many amusing as 
well as beautiful passages, and strikingly illustrate his 
consummate skill in versified narrative. % 




DEPARTURE PROU ROME — THE PLACE OF EXILE. 

A WELL-KNOWN pan^raph of Gibbon's great work de- 
scribea the hopeless condition of any one who sought 
to fly irom the anger of tlie man who ruled the Koman 
world, and to whom, in right of that rule, all human civ- 
ilisation belonged. The fugitive could not hide himself 
within, its limits ; and to seek escape among the savags 
and hostile tribes which lay beyond them was an idea 
too horrible, if it had not been too preposterous, 
entertain. The historian illustrates his remarks by 
the example of Ovid. " He received an order to leave 
£ome in so many days, and to transport himself to 
Tomi. Guards and jailers were unnecessary." But a 
culprit visited with the severer forma of the punish- 
ment of exile would have been more carefully watched. 
Such persons were commonly escorted to the selected 
spot by a centmion whom, in more than one instance, 
we find privately instructed to inflict the capital pen- 
alty which the name of exile had only veiled. But 
the concession which, in the case of the milder een- 
tence, mitigated the harshness of the punishment, 
readeied such custody needless. The banished person 
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was then permitted to retain the income of his pro- 
perty, and the permission was an eflfectual tie to the 
place in which alone that income would be paid to 
him. 

Another proof of what has been urged in a pre- 
vious chapter, that Ovid had no dangerous secrets in 
his keeping, may be found in the prolonged period 
which was allowed him to prepare for his banishment. 
So prolonged was it, he tells us in his own account of 
his final departure from His home, that he had suffered 
himself to forget the inevitable end, and was at last 
taken by surprise. The whole account is eminently 
graphic and not a little pathetic, and it shall be given 
as nearly as possible in the poet's own words : — 

" When there starts up before me the sad, sad picture of 
that night which was the last of my life in Rome, when 
I remember the night on which I left so many of my treas- 
ures, even now the tear falls from my eyes. The day had 
almost come on which Caesar had bid me pass beyond the 
farthest limits of Italy. But I had not had the thought of 
preparation. Nay, the very time had been against me : so 
long the delay, that my heart had grown slothful at the 
thought of it. I had taken no pains to select my slaves, 
or to choose a companion, or to procure the clothing or 
the money that a banished man required. I was as dazed 
as one who, struck by the bolts of Jupiter, lives, but is all 
unconscious of his life. But when my very grief had 
cleared away the mist from my soul, and I was at last my- 
self again, I addressed for the last time ere my departure 
my sorrowing friends, — ^there were but one or two out of 
all the crowd. My loving wife clasped me close ; bitter my 
tears, still bitterer hers, as they ever poured down her inno- 
cent cheeks. My daughter was far away on African shores. 
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and could not have heard of hei father's fat& Look where 
yon would, there was wailing and groaning, and all the 
aemblance of a funeral, clamorom in its grielL My fune- 
ral it was ; husband and wife and the very slaves were 
iiiournera ; every corner of my house was full of tears. 
Such — if one may use a great example for a little matter — 
such waa the aspect of Troy in its hour of capture. And 
now the voices of men and dogs were growing atill, and the 
moon waa guiding high in heaven the steeds of night. Ab 
I regarded it, and saw in its light the two sununitB of the 
Capitol, — the Capitol that adjoined but did not protect my 
home, — ' Powers,' I cried, ' who dwell in these aeighbouring 
shrines, and temples that my eyes may never look upon 
again, and ye gode, dwelling in the lofty city of Eomulua, 
gods whom now I must leave, take my farewell for ever ! 
Too late, indeed, and already wounded, I snatch up the 
shield ; yet acnuit, I pray, my banishment of an odiona 
crime ; and tell the hnman denizen of heaven * what waa 
the error that deceived me, lest he think it a crime rather 
than a mistake ; tell it that the author of my punishment 
may eee the truth which you know. My god once propi- 
tiated, I shall be wretched no longer.' These were the 
prayers that I addressed to heaven ; my wife, with sobs that 
stopped her words half-way, spoke many more. She, too, 
before our home-gods threw heraeKwith dishevelled hair, 
and touched with trembling lips our extinguished hearth. 
Many a prayer she poured out in vain to their hostile deity, 
words that might avail nanght for the husband whom ehe 
mourned. And now night, hurrying down the steep, for- 
bade further delay, and the Bear of Aready had traversed 
half the sky. What could I|dol Tender love for my 
country held me fast ; but that night was the last before 
my doom of baniKhraent. Ah ! how often would I say, 
when some one would bid me baste, 'Why hurry mel 
think whither you would hasten my steps, and whither I 

* Au gusto a. 
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most go ! ' AL ! how often did I pretend to have settled on 
some certain hour which wotild suit my purposed voyage ! 
Thrice I touched the threshold,* thrice I was called hack ; 
my very feet, as if to indulge my heart, lingered on their 
way. Often, iarewell once spoken, I said many a word ; 
often, as if I was really departing, I hestowed my last kisseB. 
Often I gave the same commands ; I cheated my own 
self, as I looked on the pledges so dear to my eyes. And 
then, ' Why do I liaaten 1 It ia Scythia to which I am 
heing Bent ; it is Borne which I have to leave ; both jus- 
tify delay. My wife is refused to me for ever, and yet 
we both live ; my family and the dear member of that 
feithful family; yes, and yon, my companions, whom 
I loved ■with a brother's love, hearts joined to mine 
with the loyalty of a Theseus ! while I may, I embrace 
you ; perchance I may never do so again ; the hour that 
is allowed me is so much gain.' It is the end : I leave 
my words on finished, while I embrace in heart all that 
is dearest to me. While I speak, and we all weep, bright 
shining in the height of heaven, Lucifer, fatal star to us, 
had risen ; I am rent in twain, as much as if I were 
leaving my limbs behind; one part of my very irame 
seemed to be torn from the other. Such was the agony of 
MettUH when he found the avengers of hia treachery in the 
steedfl driven opposite ways. Then rose on liigh the cries 
and the groanings of my household, then the hands of 
mourners beat uncovered breasts, and then my wife, cling- 
ing to my shoulder aa I turned away, mingled with her 
tean fliese moiirnfnl words ; ' You cannot be torn from 
me ; together, ah ! together wiU. we go. I will follow you ; 
an exile myself, I will be an exile's wife. For me too ia 
the journey settled ; me too that distant land shall receive ; 
'tis but a small burden that wiU be added to the exile's bark. 
'Tis the wrath of CaiBar that bids thee leave thy country— 

■ To touch the threshold with the foot in crossing it was 
considered unlucky. 
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'tis love that bidfl me ; love eiiall be iu GtBsar'B place.' 
Such was her endenvour, — 8uch had been her endeavour 
before ; scarcely would Btie aurrender, overpowered by er- 
pediency, I go forth ; it was rather being carried forth 
. without the funeral pump ; I go all haggard, with bair 
drooping over iinshaveft face ; and she, they tell me, as in 
her grief for me the mist rose all before her, fell fainlang 
in the midst of the dwelling ; and when, her hair all 
Bniirched with the unseemly dust, she rose again, lifting 
her limbs from the cold ground, she bewailed now herself, 
now her deserted hearth, and called again and again the 
name of hei lost husband, and groaned, not leas than had 
she seen the high-built funeral pile claim her daughter's 
body or mine. Gladly would she have died, and lost all 
feeling in death ; and yet she lost it not, out of thonght for 
me. Long may she live ; live, and ever help with her aid 
her absent — so the Fates will have it— her absent hu* 
band."— The ' Sorrows,' i. 3. 

It was in the month of December that the poet left 
Kome. One faitbfal friend, the Fabius Maximus of 
whom we have heard before, accompanied him. Fol- 
lowing the Appian road to Brundusium, then, as after 
many centuries it has become again, the usual route of 
western travellers bonnd eastward, he crossed the 
Adriatic. A fearful storm, not unusual at this acaeon, 
encountered him on his way ; and the indefatigable 
poet describes it in his moat elegant verse — too elegant, 
indeed, to allow us to suppose that it was written, as 
it claima to be, in the very midst of the peril. One 
god was hostile to him. He does not forget his flat- 
tery, and asks might not another (he means Augastus) 
help himi So Minerva had helped Ulysses, while 
Neptune sought to destroy him. But it aeems Tain 



to pray ; tho winds will not allow the prayeis to reach 
the gods to whom they are sent. How dreadful is 
tha Bight ! — these waves that now reach the heavens, 
now seem about to aink to hell. He can only be 
thankful that his wife is not with him, and does not 
know of hia peril : — 

" An eiile's fate her pious tears deplore, 
Thia is the woe she moumB, and knows no more ; 
Knows not her spouBe the aogry waters' prey, 
Tossed by wild winds, and near his latest day. 
Kind Heaven, I thank thee, that she is not here, 
Else death had chilled me with a double fear. 
Now though I perish, this the Fates will give — 
Still in my spirit's better half to live." 

His terror did not prevent him from observing or ima- 
gining that each tenth wave was especially formidable 
— a fact which he states in an ingenious phrase tliat, 
if it was really invented in the midst of the storm, 
does special credit to its author ;^ 

" The ninth it follows, the eleventh precedes." 

The tempest abated, and the poet reached his deatino- 
tion, Lechfeum, the eastern harbour of " Corinth on 
the two seas." Traversing the isthmus to the western 
port, Cenchrea, he embarked ^aim Thia time he tells 
us the name of his ship. The passage is notable as 
one of the many instances in which our poet's felicitous 
minuteness of description increases our knowledge of 
sntiqnity. Nowhere else is the distinction drawn so 
clearly between the union of the tutelary deity under 
whose protection the ship was supposed to be, and the 
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representation of tlie object from wbicli it got its 
name. In this instance ths vessel was called The 
Helmet, and bore on its dect an image of " Minerva 
of the Yellow Locks," It took him, he tella ufl, 
straight to the Troad, or north-western corner of Asia 
Minor, Thence it sailed to Imbroa, and from this 
island again to Samothrace. It aeema to have con- 
tinued its voyage to the place of the poet's destination, 
and to have conveyed thither hia effects. Ovid him- 
self took passage in a coasting vessel to the neighbour- 
ing shore of Thrace, and made the rest of his journey 
overland. 

TomI, or, as Ovid himself calls it, Tomia, 'weu a 
city of Greek origin (it was a colony of Miletus), ' 
situated on the western coast of the Black Sea, about 
two hundred miles to the north of Byzantium, Tha 
name may be rendered in EngHsh by Ths Cuts. Pos- 
sibly it was derived from a canal or fosae cut to the 
nearest point of the Danube, which here approaches, 
just before making its last bend to the north, within 
the distance of lifty miles. The so-called Trajan Wall 
may be the remains of such a work, which probably 
was intended for pmrposea of defence rather than of 
commerce, though the project of a ship canal between 
the two points has been mooted more than onca. 
The lively fancy of the poet found in the legend of 
Medea a more romantic origin. The wicked princess, 
who embodied the poet's conception of the wild iin- 
scrupulons passion of the oriental character, had ra- 
Borted, when closely pursued in her flight, to a terriblfl 
expedient She slew her young brother Absyrtns, the 



darling of the angry father who waa following her. 
Hia head she fixed on a prominent rock whore it could 
not escape the notice of the pursuers. TTia limbs she 
scattered about the fields. She hoped, and not in 
vain, that the parent's heart would bid him delay his 
voj^e till he had collected the human remains. It 
waa said that Tomi was the place where the deed was 
done, and that its name preserved the tradition of its 
horrible details. 

The town is now called Kostendje, a corruption of 
Constantina, a name which it received for the same 
reason which changed Byzantium into Constanti- 
nople. It waa situated in the province of Lower 
MiKaiB. Though not exactly on the frontier, which 
was here, nominally at least, the Danube, it was practi- 
cally an outpost of the empire. The plain between it 
and that river, a district now known by the name of 
Dobrudscha, was open to the incursions of the unsub- 
dued tribes fi'om the further side of the Danube, who, 
when they had contrived to effect the passage of the 
river, found nothing to hinder them till they came 
to the walls of Tomi. 

Ovid describee the place of his exUe in the gloomi- 
est language. Such language, indeed, waa natural in 
the mouth of a Eoman. To bim no charm of climate, 
no beauty of scenery, no interest of historical asso- 
ciation, could make a place endurable, while Eome, 
the one place in the world which waa worth dwelling 
in, waa forbidden to him. It might have been sup- 
posed that travel in Greece would have been attractive 
to Cicero, profoundly versed as he was in its philo- 
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BOphy and literature ; but he found it no consolation 
for his banishment from. Italy. And the youngar 
Seneca, whom we may almost call a professioual philo- 
sopher, found nothiug to compensate him for enforced 
absence from the capital in the exquisite scenery and 
climate of Corsica. But Tomi, if its unfortunate in- 
habitant is to be believed, combined in itself eveij 
horror. It was in the near neighbourhood of sa 
and barbaroua tribes, and was safe from attack only 
while the broad stream of the Danube flowed between 
it and the enemy. The climate was terrible ; the 
snow lay often unmelted for two years together. Th» 
north wind blew with such fury that it levelled 
buildings with the ground, or carried away their 
roofs. The natives went about clad in garments of 
akin, with theii faces only exposed to the air. Their 
hair, their beards, were covered with icicles. The very 
wine &oze : break the jar and it stood a solid lump 
men took not draughts but bites of it. The rivers 
were covered with ice ; the Danube itself, though it 
was aa broad as the Nile, was frozen from shore to show^ 
and became a highway for horses and men. The 
itself, incredible as it may seem, is frozen. " I," eays 
the poet, " have myself walked on it." 

" Had such, Lennder, been the sea 
That flowed betwist thy love and thee. 
Never on Helles' narrow strait 
Had come the scandal of thy fate." 
" The dolphins cannot leap after their wont ; lot th« 
north wind rage as it will, it raises no waves. Tht 
ships stand firmly fixed as in stone, and the okt 
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not cleave the waters. You may see the very fish 
bound fast in the ice, imprisoned but still alive. But 
the worst of all the horrors of winter is the easy 
access which it gives to the barbarian foe. Their 
vast troops of cavalry, armed with the far-reaching 
bow, scour the whole country. The rustics fly for 
their lives, and leave their scanty provisions to be 
plundered. Some, more unlucky, are carried off into 
captivity ; some perish by the arrows which this cruel 
enemy dips in poison. And all that the enemy cannot 
carry or drive off, he bums." 

It is difficult to suppose that some of these state- 
ments are not exaggerated. The climate of Bulgaria 
(the name which Lower Moesia has had since its inva- 
sion by the Bulgarians in the seventh century) bears 
little resemblance to that which Ovid describes. Ac- 
cording to Humboldt's maps of the isothermal lines of 
the world, it should have a temperature not unlike 
that of northern Spain. Its soil is described as fer- 
tile, and the vine is mentioned as one of its chief 
products. The Danube is not frozen over in the 
lower as it is in the upper parts of its course ; and 
though the harbours of some of the Black Sea ports — 
as, for instance, of Odessa — are sometimes blocked for 
a part of the winter, the phenomenon is not known in 
the neighbourhood of Kostendje. On the other hand, 
Ovid's statements are remarkably precise. He anti- 
cipates that they will be disbelieved, and he solemnly 
avers their truth. And he gives among his descriptions 
one curious fact which he is not likely to have known 
except from personal observation, that fish retain their 
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vitality even when finnly embedded in ice. It is 
quite possible that the climate may have materially 
changed since Ovid's time. On more than one occa- 
sion the classical poets speak of severities of cold such 
as are not now experienced in Italy and Greece. If 
we allow something for such change, and something 
also for the exaggeration which not only expressed a. 
genuine feeling of disgust, but might possibly have 
the effect of moving compassion, we shall probably 
be right. 

Ovid's life in exile, the details of which are 
brought out in the poems which belong to this 
period, lasted about eight years. He left Eome in 
the month of December following his fifty-first birth- 
day ; he died some time before the beginning of the 
September after his fifty-ninth. 




a FOEUS OF EXILE : THE TRIBTIA, OR THE 'SORROWS.' 



Ovid's pen was not idle during the melancholy years 
of exile whiuh closed hia life. He probably, as has 
been aaid before, reviaed the ' Metamorphosea.' It is 
certain that he added lai'gely to the ' Fasti.' But the 
special poems of exile are the ' Sorrows,' the ' Letters 
from the Pontus,' and the ' Ibis.' In the ' Sorrows ' 
and the ' Letters from the Pontus ' Ovid pours forth 
in an unceasing stream his complaints against the 
cmelty of fate and the miseries of his exile ; his sup- 
plications for the removal, or at least the mitigation, 
of hia sentence j and his entreaties to those who had 
known Mm in hia prosperity, that they would help, 
or, if help waa impossible, would at least remember 
their fallen friend. It must be confessed that they 
lack the brilliancy of the earlier poems. The genius 
of the poet stagnated, as he says himself, in the 
inclement climate, and amidst the barbarous asso- 
ciations of his place of exile. And the reader is 
wearied by the garrulous monotony of nearly six thou- 
sand verses, in 'which the absorbing subject of the 
poet's own sorrowB la only exchanged for flattery — all 
;.a., vol. ii. H 
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the more repulsive, becaase we know it to have been 
lanavailiiig — of the ruler from whose 'anger or policy 
he was suffering. Yet there are not wanting pointa 
of interest, There are graphic sketchea of scenery 
and character, touches of pathoa, here and there even 
B. gleam of humour, and sometimes, when the occasion 
brings him to speak of hia own genius, and of the 
fame to which he looked forward, an assertion of in- 
dependence and dignity, which is infinitely refreshing 
amidst his unmanly repining against bis fate, and the 
yet more unmanly adulations by which he hoped to 
escape it. 

The first hook of the ' Sorrows ' was written and 
despatched to Home before Ovid had reached hia al- 
lotted place of banishment. A preface commends to 
all who still remembered him at Rome the little 
volume, which would remind them of the banished 
Ovid, It was to go in the guise that became an 
exile's book. It was to be without the omamenta 
which distinguished more fortunate volumes. A chat' 
aoteristic passage tells na what these omamenta were, 
and givea us as good an idea as we can anywhere get 
of the appearance of a Roman book. The parchment 
or paper, on the inner side of which was the writing, 
was tinted on the outer of a warm and pleasing col- 
our, by means of saffron or cedar-oil. The title of the 
book was written in vermilion letters. The stick 
id which the roll was made had bosses of ivory, 
ome other ornamental material, and the ends of 
the roll were polished and coloured black. Any era- 
sure was considered to be a great disfigurement : of 



such disfigurement the poet's hook was not to 1 
aahamed. Every reader would understand that suffi- 
cient cause ■was found in the author's tears. From 
the aame preface we may conjecture tliat the volume 
was not actually published, hut was, as we should say, 
printed for private circulation. It was to go to the 
poet's home, and find ita resting-place, not in the 
book-stalla round the columns of the temple of Apollo, 
hut on the slielvea of the writer's own mansion. No- 
where, indeed, throughout the ' Sorrows ' does Ovid 
venture to name any one of his friends to whom he 
addresaea the various poema of which the several 
books are composed. His wife only ia excepted. K 
any peril had ever threatened her, it had now passed. 
Indeed, if the poet is to be believed, she desired no- 
thing more than that ahe should bo allowed to share 
her husband's exile. But it was evidently a perilous 
thing for friends of the banished man to be supposed 
to keep up any intercourse with him. Time, though 
it brought no relaxation to the severity of the pun- 
ishment, seemed to have removed something of the 
bitterness with which the poet's name was regarded 
at Home. The ' Letters from the Pontus ' are ad- 
dressed hy name to various friends, and we find from 
them that^ instead of the two or three faithful hearts 
who alone were left to the fallen man in the early 
days of his ruin, be bad during the latter years of his 
exile a goodly number of correspondents. 

Of the second poem in the book, describing the 
imminent peril of shipwreck in which he found him- 
self on Ms voyage from Italy, mention has already 
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been. mndB. Ho returns to the same subject in the 
fourth elegy, mentioning, not without a certain pathos, 
that the adverse winds had driven him back within 
sight of that Italy on which it was forbidden bim 
again to set foot. 

The fourth poem, describing hia departure from hia 
home, has been already given at length. The fifth 
makes one of the many fruitless appeals for help 
which Ovid continued tliroughout the weary years of 
his banishment to address to any friend whom he 
thought sufficiently bold to intercede on hia behalf 
with the offended Cresar. An elegy addressed to hia 
wife, — the first of many poems in which he warmly 
expresses his gratitude for the devotion with which 
she was defending his interests against enemies and 
faithless friends ; another, addressed to a friend, com- 
mending to hia notice the book of the Metamor- 
phoses, and excusing, on the ground of the sudden 
interruption caused by the author's banishment, ita 
many imperfections ; and a pathetic remonstrance with 
one who had once professed a great friendship for 
him, but had deserted him in his hour of need, — these, 
with two other poems, complete the first book of the 
' Sorrows.' It may he noticed, as a proof of the popu- 
larity which the poet had attained, that the friend 
whom Ovid addresses was accustomed to wear in a 
ring a gem engraved with Ovid's portrait Gems were 
in one sense what miniatures were to the last genera- 
tion, and what photographs are to ourselves ; but both 
the material and the process of engraving were costly, 
and it is probable that it was only persons of 
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note wlio enjoyed the diBtmction of having their 
features thus perpetuated. There is a traditionary 
liteneas of Ovid, which may poasibiy have come down 
to ufl in this way. It is a curious fact that, thanks to 
thia art of gem-engraving, we are well acquainted with 
the &ce3 of men separated frora us by twenty centuries 
and more, wbile the outward semblance of those who 
are within three or four hundred years of our own 
time has been irrecoverably lost. 

The second hook of the ' Sorrows ' is an elaborate 
Apologia pro vita sua, addressed to Augustus. He 
hopes that, as verse had been his ruin, so verae might 
help to ameliorate hia condition. " The emperor him- 
self had acknowledged its power. 
Homan matrons had chanted tl 
Cyhele ; and he had ordered the hymns which at the 
Secular Games bad been raised to Phcebua.* Might 
he not hope that the wrath of the terrestrial god might 
be propitiated in the same way % To pardon was the 
prerogative of deity. Jupiter himself, when he had 
hurled his thunders, allowed the clear sky again to be 
seen. And who had heea more merciful than Augna- 
tu8 ) Ovid had aeen many piomoted to wealth and 
power who had home arms against him. Ko such 
guilt had been the poet's. He had never forgotten 
to offer his prayers for the ruler of Eome, had never 

" The Secular Games were celebrated oa<x in a century. This, 
at least, waa tlie theoiy ; but more than one emperor found it 
convenient to shortea the period.'- The hjmn to Phrebos of 
which Ovid speaks has been preserved in tJe well-tnown 
Secular Hjmn (Carmcri Secnlaro) of Horace. 



At his bidding the 
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felled to sing his praiaes. And had he not received 
the -emperor's approval I When the knighta had 
paased in review before him, the poet^a horse had been 
dnly restored to him.* Nay, he had filled high 
stations of reBponsibility, had been a member of the 
Court of the Hundred, and even of the Council of 
Ten, which presided over it. And aU had been ruined 
by an unhappy mistake ! Yet the emperor had been 
merciful Life had been spared to Hm, and hie pater- 
nal property. No decree of the senate or of any judge 
had condemned him to hanishment. The emperor 
had avenged his own wrongs by an exercise of his 
own power, but avenged them with a punishment so 
much milder than it might have been, as to leave him 
hopes for the future." These hopes he proceeds to 
commend to the emperor by elaborate flattery. He 
appeals successively to the gods, who, if they loved 
Rome, would prolong the days of its lord ; to the 
country, which would always be gratefid for the 
blessings of his rule ; to Livia, the one wife who was 
worthy of him, and for -whom he was the one worthy 
husband ; to the triumphs which his grandsons t were 
Grinning in his name and under his auspices ; and 
implores that if return may not be granted to him, at 
least some milder esOa may be conceded. Here he 
was on the very vei^e of the empire, and within reach 
of its enemies. Was it well that a Roman citisen 

* A knight disgraced by the censor (the emperor wa« par- 
petnal censor) had his horse- taken from him. 

+ Drxans, the son, atid Qermanioua the nejiliew and adopted 
■on, of Tiheriiia, Aogaatas's step-sou. 
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Bhanld be in peril of captivity among laarljarous tribes? 
Ovid then proceeds to set forth an apology for his 
ofifending poems. To the real cause of his banish- 
ment he makes one brief allusion. More he dared 
not say. " I am not worth so much as that I should 
renew your wounds, Ciesai : it is far too much that 
you ahoiild once have felfc the pang." That in this 
error, not in any offending poem, lay the real cause of 
his fall, Ovid was doubtless well aware. Hence it is 
not too much to suppose that the apology which fol- 
lows was intended rather for posterity than for the 
person to whom it is addressed. It is needless to 
examine it in detail. The sum and substauce of it is, 
that the poems were written for those to whom they 
ootild not possibly do any harm ; that readers to whose 
modesty they might be likely to do an injury had 
been expressly warned off from them ; that a mind 
perversely disposed would , find evil anywhere, even 
in the most sacred legends ; that, if everything whence 
the opportunity for wrong might arise was to be con- 
demned, the theatre, the circns, the temples with 
their porticoes so convenient for forbidden meetings, 
and their associations so strangely tinged with licence, 
would share the same fate. As for himself, hia life 
had been pure hut for this one fault ; and this fault 
how many had committed before him ! Then follows 
a long list of poets, who, if to sing of love was an 
offence, had been grievous offenders. Then there had 
been poems on dice-playing, and dice had been a 
grievous offence in the old days. All verses that 
tai^ht men how to waste that precious thing time, — 
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verses about swimiamg, about ball-playing, about the 
trundling of hoops (a favourite amusement, it would 
seem, even ivitb middle-aged Komana), about the flir- 
nishings of the table and its etiquette, about thu 
dilTerent kinds of earthenware (the faney for curious 
pots and pans was, it wOl be seen, in full force among 
the wealthy Eomans of Ovid'e time), — might be con- 
demned. Plays, too, and pictures, were grievous 
offendera in the same way. Why should Ovid be 
the only one to suffer 1 — Ovid, too, who had written 
grave and serious works which no one could censure, 
and who had never wronged any man by slanderone 
verses, over whose fall no one rejoiced, but many had 



" Permit these pleas thy mighty will to away, 
Qreat Lord, thy country's Father, Hope, and Stay ! 
Eeturn I ask not ; though at last thy heart. 
Touched by long suffering, may the boon impart ; 
Let not the penalty the fault exceed: 
Esile I bear ; for peace, for life I plead." 

It is probable that the poem was despatched to Eome 
immediately aft«r its author had reached Tomi. He 
would not have ventured to put in a plea for the miti- 
gation of punishment before he had at least begun to 
suffer it ; but it is equally certain that the plea would 
not be long delayed. The third book of the ' Sorrows ' 
was likewise composed and sent off during the first 
year of his banishment. The twelfth out of its four- 
teen elegies speaks of the return of spring. The win- 
ter of the Pontus, longer than any that he had known 
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before, had passed away ; lads aad lasses in happier 
lands were gathering yioleta ; the swallow was build- 
ing under the eaves ; vineyard and forest — strangers, 
alas ! both of them, to the land of the Getie — were 
bursting into leaf. And in Kome's happier place, 
which he might never see again, all the athletic sports 
of the Campus, all the gay spectacles of the theatre, 
were being enjoyed. The poet's only solace was that, 
as even in these dismal regions spring brought some 
relief, and opened the sea to navigation, some ship 
might reach the shore and bring news of Italy and of 
Caesar's triumphs. The next elegy must have been 
written about the same time, Ovid's birthday (we 
know it to have been the 20th of March) came, the 
first that had visited him in his exile. " Would that 
thou hadat brought," he says, " not an addition but an 
end to my pain ! " 

" Wliflt dost thou here 1 Has angry Otesar sent 
Thee too to share my hopeless banishment 1 
Think'at thou to find the customary rite — 
To see, the while I stand in festive whit«, 
With flowery wreaths the smoking altars crowned, 
And hear in spicy flames the salt meal's crackhng sounil t 
Shall honeyed cakes do honour to the day. 
While I in words of happy omen pray 1 
Not snoh my lot. A cruel fate and stem 
Forbids me thus to welcome thy return ; 
With gloomy cypress he my altars dight. 
And flames prepared the funeral flames to light ! 
I bum no incense to imheeding skies, — 
From heart so sad no words of blessing rise ; 
If yet for me one fitting prayer remain, 
'Tis this: Return not to these shores again !" 



' 122 OVID. 

The gloom of his lot was aggravated by causes of 
wbicli he liitterly ROniplaina in more than one of hia 
poems. In the third elegy, which he addressed to his 
wife, she must not wonder that the letter was written 
in a strange hand. He had heen grievously, even 
dangerously, ill. The climate did not suit him ; nor 
the water {Ovid aeema to have been a water-drinker), 
not the soiL He had not a decent house to cover his 
head ; there was no food that could suit a sick man's 
appetite. No physician conld he found to prescribe 
for his malady. There was not even a friend who 
could while away the time by conversation or reading. 
He felt, he complains in another letter, a. constant 
lasaitnde, which extended from his body to his mind. 
Perpetual sleeplessness troubled him j his food gave 
him no nourishment ; he was wasted away almost to a 
skeleton. Writing about two years after this time, be 
assumes a more cheerful tone. His health was restored. 
He had become hardened to the climate. K it were 
not for his mental trouble, all would he welL Another 
pressing matter was anxiety about his literary repu- 
tation, which the offended authorities at home were 
doing their best to extinguish. He imajjines his little 
book making its way with trembling steps through the 
well-known scenes of the capitaL It goes to the 
temple of Apollo, where the works of authors old and 
new were open for the inspection of readers. There it 
looks for its brothers, — not the luckless poem which had 
excited the wrath of Cffisar, and which their father 
wished he had never begotten, but the imoffending 
others. Alas J they were all absent ; and even while 
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it looked, the guardian of the place hade it begone. 
Nor waa it more euccesaful in the neighbouring library 
of the temple of Liberty. Banished from public, its 
only resource was to find shelter from private fiiend- 
ahip. To auch shelter, accordingly, the Toluiae is 
commended in the last elegy of the hook. This friend 
was, it Beems, a patron of literature,- — " a lover of new 
poets," Ovid calls him. And the author begs his fa- 
vour and care for his latest work. Only he must not 
look for too much. Everything was against him in 
that barbarous land. The wonder was that he could 
write at alL " There is no supply of books here to 
rouse and nurture my mind ; instead of books, there 
ia the clash of sworda and the how. There ia no one 
in the country to give me, should I read to him my 
veiSBS, an intelligent hearing. Tliere is no place to 
which I can retire. The closely-guarded walls and 
fast-shut gate keep out the hostile Getis. Often I look 
fox' a word, for a name, for a place, and there is no one 
to help mo to it ; often (I am ashamed to confess 
it) when I try to say something, words fall me ; I 
find that I have fot^otten how to speak. On every 
side of me I hear the sound of Thracian and Scythian 
tongues. I almost beUeve that I could write in 
Getic measures. Nay, believe me, I sometimes fear 
lest Pontic words should be found mixed with my 
Latin." "VVe have the same complaints and fears re- 
peated in the fifth book. After some uncomplimentary 
expressions about the savage maimers of the people, 
and their equally savage dress and appearance, — the 
fuTB and loose trousers by which they sought, but with 



ill success, to keep out the cold, and their long 
and shaggy beards, — he goes on to speak about the 



" Among a few remain traces of the Qreek tongue, but 
even these corrupted with Getic accent. There i& acarodj 
a man among the people who hy any chance can give yon 
on answer on any matter in Latin. I, the Roman bard, 
am compelled— pardon me, O Muses ! — to speak for the 
most part after Saitnatian fashion. I am ashamed of it, 
and I own it ; by thia time, from, long disuse, I myself can 
scarcely recall Latin words. And 1 do not doubt but that 
there are not a few barbarisms in this little hook./ It is not 
the fault of the writer, but of the place." 

No one has over discovered any " PonticiamB " in 
Ovid, They are probably as imaginary aa is the 
" Paduauism " which some superfine critics of antiquity 
discovered in Livy.* One of the poet's apprehenaiona 
was, however, we shall find, actually fulfilled. He did 
" learn to write ia Getic measure," for he composed a 
poem in the language. 

One of the elegies in the third book has been 
already noticed. It is addressed to Perilla, and the 
question whether this lady was, as some commentators 
suppose, the daughter of the poet, has been briefly 
discussed. The name is certainly not real. It is of 
Greek origin, and it has been already seen that none 
of the letters in the ' Sorrows ' are addressed by name 
to the persona for whom they are intended. Besides 
this, we are elsewhere informed that Ovid's daughter 
was married, and was the mother of two children, and 
_ that, at the time of her father's banishment, ahe was 
" Livy was a native of Padua (Patavinm). 
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absent in Africa, having probably accompanied her 
husband to some post in that province. These circum- 
stances do not suit the pocnt addressed to Ferilla : 
"Go, letter, hastily penned, to saltite Perilla, the 
faithful messenger of my words ; you ivill find her 
either sitting with her dear mother, or among her 
books and Muses." He reminds her of how he had 
been her teacher in the art of verse, and tella her that 
if her genius remained still as vivid as of old, only 
Sappho would excel her. Let her not bo terrified by 
hia own ead fate ; only she must beware of perilous 
aabjecta. Then follows a noble vindication of his art, 
and of the dignity wliich it gave to him, its humble 
follower : — 

" Long years will mar those looks eo comely now, 
And age will write its wrinkles on thy brow, 
Mark how it cornea with fatal, noiseless pace. 
To spoil the blooming hononrs of thy face ! 
Soon men will say, and thou wilt hear with pain, i 
' Surely she once was lovely ; ' and in vain, > 

That thy too faithful glass is false, complain. I 

Small ore thy riches, though the loftiest state 
Would suit thee well ; but be they small or great, 
Chance takes and brings them still with fickle wing — 
To^iay a beggar, yesterday a king. 
Why name each good ? Each has its little day; 
Gifts of the soul alone defy decay. 
I live of friends, of country, home, bereft, — 
All I cotdd lose, but genius still is left ; 
This is my solace, this my constant friend ; 
Ere this be reached e'en Cieaar's power must end." 

It is needless to go on in detail through what re- 
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mains of tlie ' Sorrows.' The tenth poem of the 
fourth, book should be mentioned as being a brief 
antobiography of the poet. Its substance has ab'eady 
been given. Elsewhere ho pursues, with aa iteration 
which would be wearying in the extreme but for his 
marvellous power of saying the same thing in many 
ways, the old snbjecta. The hardships of his lot, 
the fidelity or faithlessness of his friends, the solace 
which hia art supplied him, and the effort to discover 
some way of propitiating those who held his fate in 
their hands, — these topics occupy in turn his pen. The 
following elegant translation by the late Mr Philip 
Stanhope Worsley, of one of the latest poems of the 
book, may serve as a good specimen of his verse : — 

" ' Study the nioumfol hours away, 
Lest in dull Hlott thy spirit pine ; ' 
Hard words thou writest : verse is gay, 
And askfl a lighter heart than mine. 

No calma my stormy life beguile, I 

Than mine can be no siiddei chance ; 

You bid bereaved Priam smile, 
And Niobe, the childless, dance. 

Is grief or study more my part. 

Whose life is doomed to wilds like these 1 

Thoi^h you should make my feeble heart 
Strong with the strength of Socrates, 

Such ruin would crush wisdom down ; 

Stronger than man is wrath divine. 
Tliat sage, whom Phcebus gave the crowiij j 

Never coidd write in grief like min 
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Can I my land and thee forget, 
Nor the felt sorrow wound my breast ? 

Say that I can — ^but foes beset 
This place, and rob me of all rest. 

Add that my mind hath rusted now, 

And fallen far from what it was. 
The land, though rich, that lacks the plough 

Is barren, save of thorns and grass. 

The horse, that long hath idle stood, 

Is soon overtaken in the race ; 
And, torn from its familiar flood. 

The chinky pinnace rots apace. 

Nor hope that I, before but mean, 

Can to my former seK return ; 
Long sense of ills hath bruised my brain, 

Half the old fires no longer burn. 

Yet oft I take the pen and try. 
As now, to build the measured rhyme. 

Words come not, or, as meet thine eye. 
Words worthy of their place and time. 

Last, glory cheers the heart that fails, 
And love of praise inspires the mind — 

I followed once Fame's star, my sails 
Filled with a favourable wind : 

But now 'tis not so well with me, 

To care if fame be lost or won : 
Nay, but I would, if that might be. 

Live all imknown beneath the sim." 

It remains only to fix the date of the * Sorrows.* 
Its earliest poems were penned during the Yoyage from 
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Eome. The latest belongs to the earlier part of the 
third year of his exile. "Thrice, since I came to 
Pontus, has the Danube been stopped by frost, thrice 
the wave of the sea been hardened within." It is 
probable that Ovid reached Tomi somewhere about 
the month of September, a.d. 9. The " third winter " 
of his banishment, therefore, would be drawing to a 
close in March, a.d. 12, when he was about to com- 
plete his fifty-fourth year. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

T HE POEMS OF EXILE : THE LETTERS FROM THE PONTUS 

— DEATH OP OVID. 

The * Letters ' number forty-four in all, and are con- 
tained in four books. They are arranged in chrono- 
logical order — an order, however, which is not abso- 
lutely exact. The earliest of them dates from the same 
year to which the fifth book of the * Sorrows * is to 
be attributed. In the prefatory epistle, addressed to 
Brutus — a relative, it is probable, of the famous tyran- 
nicide — ^the poet tells his friend that he will find the 
new book as full of sorrows as its predecessor. It 
contains, however, not a few indications that his posi- 
tion had been somewhat changed — and changed for 
the better. He had not ventured to prefix to the 
various poems of which the ' Sorrows ' were made up 
the names of those to whom they were addressed. 
This he does not now scruple to do ; and we find ac- 
cordingly that, instead of the two or three who, he 
complains in the earlier book, had alone been left to 
him out of a crowd of companions, there was no in- 
considerable number of friends who were willing to 
remember, and even, if it might be, to help him. "We 
may count as many as twenty names ; not reckoning 
A.C.S.8., vol. ii. I 
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Germanicus Cseaat, to "whom Ovid addresses a com- 
piimentary letter, and Cotys, a tributary king, the 
boundaries of whose dominiona were not iar from 
Tomi. While the revival of these old friendships 
consoled the poet, and even buoyed him up with 
hopes that his banishnsent might be terminated, or 
at least mitigated, by a change of scene, the place itself 
was becoming (though, indeed, he ia scarcely willing 
to allow it) less odious to him: its semi- barbarous 
inhabitants were not inaenaible to the honour of having 
30 distinguished a resident among them ; and his own 
behavioiir, as he tells one of his correspondents, had 
made a favourable impression on them, " They would 
rather that I left them," he says, " because they see 
that I wish to do so ; but as far as regards themselves, 
they like me to be here. Do not take all this on my 
word; you may see the decrees of the town, which 
speak in my praise, and make me free of all taxes. 
Such honours are scarcely suitable to a miserable fugi- 
tive like myself; but the neighbouring towns havo 
bestowed on me the same privilege." The sympathis- 
ing people might well complain that their kindness ws« 
repaid with ingratitude, when their fellow-townsman 
continued to speak with unmitigated abhorrence of the 
place to which he had been condemned. " I care for 
nothing," he says, stOl harping on the constant theme 
of his verse, to one of his distant friends, " but to get 
out of this place. Even the Styx — if there is a Styx 
— would be a good exchange for the Danube ; yes, 
and anything, if such the world contain, that is below 
the Styx itself. The plough-land less hates the weed. 
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the avallow less hates the froat, than Kaso hates Uie 
regions which border on the war-loving Getse. Such 
words aa these make the people of Tonii wroth with 
me. The public anger is stirred up by my Terse. 
Shall I never cease to bo injured by my songi Shall 
I always suffer from my imprudent genius t Why do 
I hesitate to lop off my fingers, and so make writing 
impossible 1 why do I take again, in my folly, to the 
warfare which has damaged mo before ! Yet I have 
done no wrong. It is no fault of mine, men of Tomi ; 
you I love, though I cordially hate your country. Let 
any one search the record of my toils — there is no 
letter in complaint of j/ou. It is the cold — it is the 
attack that we have to dread on all sides — it is tha 
assaults that the enemy make on our walls, that I com- 
plain of. It was against the place, not against the 
people, that I made the charge. Tou yourselves often 
blame your own country. . . . It is a malicious in- 
terpreter that stirs up the anger of the people against 
me, and brings a new charge against my verse. I 
wiah that I was aa fortunate aa I am honest in heart. 
There does not live a man whom my words have 
wronged. H^ay, were I blacker than lUyrian pitch, I 
could not wrong so loyal a people as you. The kind- 
ness with wlrich you have received mo in my troubles 
. shows, men of Tomi, that a people so gentle must be 
genuine Greeks.* My own people, the Pehgni, and 
Sulmo, the land of my home, could not have behaved 
more kindly in my troubles. Honours which yon 

* This was n. ecimpliment whicli woiild.be certain to please n 
half-bred popalation like that of the old oolouy. 
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would scarcely give to the prosperous and unhanned, 
you have lately bestowed upon me, I am the only 
inhabitant — one only excepted, who held the privilege 
of legal right — that baa been exempted from public 
burdens. My temples have been crowned with the 
aacred chaplet, lately voted to me, agmnst my will, by 
the favour of the people. Dear, then, as to Latona 
was that Delian land, the only spot which gave a safe 
refuge to the wanderer, so dear is Tomi to me — Tomi 
which down to this day remains a faithful host to one 
who has been banished from his native land ! If only 
the gods had granted that it might have some hope 
of peace and quiet, and that it were a little further 
removed from the frosts of the pole ! " 

The poet, though ho could not restrain or moderate 
his complaints about the miseries of his exile, did his 
best to make a return for these honours and hospitaH- 
ties, " I am ashamed to say it," he writes to Carus, 
a scholar of distinction, who had been appointed tutor 
to the children of Germanicns, " but I have written a 
hook in the language of the Getffi ; I have arranged 
their barbarous words in Roman measures. I was 
happy enough to please (congratidate me on the suc- 
cess) ; nay, I begin to have the reputation of a poet 
among these uncivilised Getre. Do you ask me my 
aubjoct t I sang the praises of Ctcsar. I was assisted 
in my novel attempt by the power of the god. I told 
them how that the body of Father Augustus was mor- 
tal, while his divinity had departed to the dwellings 
of heaven, I told them how there was one equal 
in virtue to his father, who, under compulsion, had 
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assumed the reigns of an empire which he had often 
refused.* I told them that thou, Livia, art the Vesta 
of modest matrons, of whom it cannot be determined 
whether thou art more worthy of thy husband or 
thy son. I told them that there were two youths, 
firm supporters of their father, who have given some 
pledges of their spirit. When I had read this to the 
end, written as it was in the verse of another tongue, 
and the last page had been turned by my fingers, all 
nodded their heads, all shook their full quivers, and a 
prolonged murmur of applause came from the Getic 
crowd j and some cried, * Since you write such things 
about Caesar, you should have been restored to Caesar's 
empire.' So he spake ; but, alas, my Carus ! the sixth 
winter sees me still an exile beneath the snowy sky." 
It is to this subject of his exile that in the ' Letters,' 
as in the * Sorrows,' he returns with a mournful and 
wearisome iteration. The greater number of them 

* Tacitus describes with scorn the assumed reluctance of 
Tiberias openly to accept the power which he really possessed, 
and which he had no intention of abandoning, or even in the 
least degree diminishing. Any attempt to take him at his word 
was at once fiercely resented. He had said, for instance, that 
though not equal to the whole burden of the state, he would 
undertake the charge of whatever part Inight be intrusted to 
him ; and one of the senators committed the indiscretion of 
saying, ** I ask you, Caesar, what part of the state you wish in- 
trusted to youl" This embarrassing question was never forgotten 
or forgiven, and was ultimately, if we may believe the histo- 
rian, punished with death. Tiberius's final acquiescence is thus 
described : "Wearied at last by the assembly's clamorous im- 
portunity and the urgent demands of individual senators, he 
gave way by degrees, not admitting that he undertook empire, 
but yet ceasing to refuse it and to be entreated.'' 
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belong to the flfty-fiftli and fifty-Bisth years of the 
poet's life. The fifth of the last book, for instance, is 
addresBed to " Sextus PompeiuB, now Consul" Pom- 
peiusj who was collaterally related to the great rival of 
Ciesar, entered on hia Cflnsulship on January 1st, a.d. 
14, " Go, trivial elegy, to our consul's learned ears ! 
take words for that honoured man to read. The way 
is long, and you go with halting feet.* And the 
earth lies bidden, covered with snows of -winter, 
"When you shall have crossed frosty Thrace, and 
Hflemus covered with tlouds, and the waters of the 
Ionian Sea, you will come to the imperial city in less 
than ten days, even though you do not hasten your 
journey." t The letter marks the time at which. Ovid's 
hopes of pardon had risen to their highest. Powerful 
friends had interceded for him; with one of tbem ad- 
vanced to the consulship— a token of high favour, 
though nothing but a shadow of power — he m^ht 
hope for the hest. And it is probable, as has been 
before explained, that Augustus was at this very 

* Thia ia a favourite witticism with Ovid. The elogiac I 
couplet waa raado up nf two feet of unpqual length — the heis- 
meter or aix-foot, and the pentameter or fiva-faot veraa. Hancfl ] 
it was said to holt. 

+ This moaiia that the letter would be somewhat lesa than j 
tea days in travelling from Brumluaium (the port of departore i 
and arrival for travBlIers to or from tha East) to Roi ~" 
distance may be roughly stated at about 300 milea. Cieero 1 
gives us to understand on cne occasion that a letter addressed I 
to him had travBllad the same distance in seven daja, Hcnaoe I 
occupied about double the time in the leisurely joamey which J 
he describes himself aa making (Sat, L G) in company witli .J 
Msecenas, Virgil, and other frienils. 
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time meditating nothing leas than another dispo- 
sition of the imperial power, — a disposition which 
■would have reinstated in their position hia own direct 
deseendanta, and with thom have restored the fortuneB 
of Ovid. These hopes were to be disappointed. On 
the 29th of August in the same year, Augustus died 
at Ifola, in Campania. There were some who declared 
that his end was at least hastened l^y Livia, deter- 
termined to secure at any price the prospects of her 
son Tiberius. As the emperor had completed his 
eeventy-sixth year, it is unnecessary thus to account 
for a death which, though it may have been oppor- 
tune, was certainly to be expected. On Ovid's for- 
tunes the effect was disastrous. The very next letter 
ig that which has been already quoted as deplor- 
ing the death of Augustus at the very time when 
he was hegimiiiig to entertain milder thoughts, and 
the ruin which had overtaken his old friend and 
patron, Fabiua Masimus. Ovid, however, did not 
yet abandon all hope. To address directly Tiberius 
or Livia seemed useless. His thoughts turned to the 
young Genuanicus, Tiberius'a nephew, whose wife was 
Agrippina, daughter of the elder and sister of the 
younger Julia. Among the friends of tiiis prince, 
who was then in command of the armies of the Ehine 
— and, though an object of suspicion to his uncle and 
adopting father, high iu popular favour — -was P. Suil- 
lius £nfuB. Suilliua was closely connected with Ovid, 
whose step-daughter (the daughter of his third wife) 
he had married. He must then have been a young 
man, aa it ia more than forty years afterwards that 
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we hear of his being banished by Xero ; and he 
filled the part of quiestor (aji office of a financial 
kind) on the staff of GermaEicus. " K you shall feel 
a hope," he writes, " that anything can he done hy 
prayer, entreat with suppliant voice the goda whom 
•you worship. Thy gods are the youthful Cjesar; 
make propitious these thy deities. Surely no altar is 
more familiar to you than this. That doea not allow 
the prayers of any of its ministers to be in vain ; from 
hence seek thou help for my fortunes. If it should 
help, with however small a breeze, my sinking boat 
will rise again from the midst of the waters. Thou 
wilt bring due incense to the devouring flames, and 
testify how strong the gods can be." The writer then 
addresses, and continues to address throughout the rest 
of the letter, Germanicus himself, for whose eye it 
was of course intended, and before whom Suillina is 
entreated in the concluding couplet hy hia " almost 
father-in-law," as Ovid quaintly calls himself, to bring 
it. Another friend, whose intercession in the same 
quarter the poet entreats, is Cams — tutor, as has been 
said before, to the sons of Germanicus. This letter 
was written in " the sixth winter of exile" — i.e., about 
the end of a.d. li or the beginning of IS — the time 
to which we are to ascribe the poem in the Getic 
language, on the death and deification of Augustus. 
Shortly afterwards must have been written a letter 
addressed to Grjecinus, who filled the ofBce of consul 
during the second half of the latter year. Here wo 
see the moat humiliating phase of Ovid's servility. It 
3 difficult to understand how little more than fifty 
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years after the republic had ceased to exist, an Italian 
of the Italians, one of that hardy Sanmite race which 
had 80 long contended on et^nal terms with Rome 
itself, could be found descending to such depths of 
degradation- The servile multitudes of I^ypt and 
Assyria had neyer prostrated themselves more ignobly 
before Sesostria or Ximrod than did this free-bom 
citizen before the men who were so relentlessly perse- 
cuting him. He teds his powerful friend that his 
piety was known to the whole country. " This stranger 
land sees that there is in my dweUiug a chapel to 
Ceesar. There stand along 'with him, his pious sou 
and his prieeteas spouse, powers not inferior to the 
already perfected deity. And that no part of the 
family should be wanting, there stand both his grand 
sons, the one close to his grandmother's, and the 
other to his father's side. To these I address words 
of prayer with an offering of inconse as often aa the 
day arises from the eastern sky,"* Two years before, 
we find him thanking his friend Maximus Cotta for 
a present of the statues which this chapel enshrined. 
Ha mentions three as the number which had been 
sent. (The images of the two young princes had since 
been added.) In this letter he seems to lose himself 
in transports of gratitude. " He is no longer an exile 
at the ends of the earth. He is a prosperous dweller 

* It may Tie aa well to explain tLat by Ciesar is meant 
Augustas (who was now dead), and hy the "pious son" Tibe- 
rius. Liria, as the widow of the deified prince, was the priest- 
fsa of his worship ; ths two graudsDUS aro Dnisua, son of Tibe- 
rioi, who stands by hia grandmother Livia— and Germanicus, 
who stands by his adopting father Tiberius. 
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in the midst of the capital. He sees the faces of the 
Cxsars. Such happiness he had never ventured to 
hope for," And so he treads the Tvell-woni round of 
cnatomary adulation. A short specimen will be enongh 
to show to what depths he could descend. " Happy 
they who look not on the likeneeaeabuton the reality; 
who see before their eyes the very bodies of the god ! 
Since a hard fate has denied me this privilege, I wor- 
ship those whom art has granted to my prayer — the 
likeness of the true. 'Tis thus men know the gods, 
whom, the heights of heaven conceal ; 'tis thus that 
the shape of Jupiter is worshipped for Jupiter him- 
self." And then, anxious not to forget the practi- 
cal object to which all these elaborate flatteriee were 
directed, he goes on : " Take care that this semblance 
of yours which is with me, and shall ever he with me, 
be not found in a hostile spot My head shall sooner 
part from the nect, the eye shall sooner leave the 
mangled checks, than I should bear your loss, O 
Deities of the Commonwealth ! you shall he the har- 
bour and the sanctuary of my haniahment. You 1 
will embrace, if I be surrounded hy Getic arms. Yon, 
as my eagles and my standards, I will follow. If 
I am not deceived and cheated by too powerful a 
desire, the hope of a happier place of exile is at hand. 
The look upon your likeness is less and less gloomy; 
the face seems to give assent to my prayer. I pray 
that the presages of my anxious heart may be true, 
and that the anger of my god, however just it is, 
may yet he mitigated." It is difficult to conceive a 
more pitiable sight than that of the wretched exila 



day after day going through, with sinking hopes and 
failing Bpirits, this miserable pretence of worsliip ; 
prostrating himself before men whose baseness and 
profligacy no one knew better than himself, and, while 
he crushed down the curses that rose naturally to his 
lipa, reiterating the lying prayer, for which he must 
have now despaired of an answer. That he should 
have performed this elaborate hypocrisy, not in public 
but in the privacy of hia own homo, merely for the 
sake of being able to say that be had done it, and with 
but the very dimmest hope of getting any good from 
it, ia inexpressibly pitiable; and that it should be pos- 
sible for a man of genius to stoop to such degradation, 
and for great princes, as Augustus and Tiberius cer- 
tainly were, to be swayed in their purposes by such au 
exhibition — and that they mw/A( be swayed by it Ovid 
certainly believed — is a warning against the evils of 
despotic power such as it would not be easy to match. 
One or two other letters may be briefly noticed. 
One addressed to Tuticanus, a brother poet, who had 
been distinguished by a translation of the Odyssey, re- 
lieves the gloomy monotony of complaint and entreaty 
by a faint spark of humour. Whether Tuticanus had 
hinted annoyance at not having received any of the 



poetical epistles with whi 
honoured, or whether, 
a hope that some help 



hich other friends had been 
e probable, there was 
i got from him, Ovid 
i for not having written before. The hu- 
mour of his excuse ia not very brilliant ; and it is not 
eaay to explain it without a reference to the principles 
of Latin versification, which would bo here out of place. 



liO 



OVID. 



L 



Tutieanus, in fact, was a. name ■whicli " might be said, 
but never conld be sung," "There ia no one," says 
the poet, " whom I should have more delighted to 
honour — if, indeed, there is any honour to be fonnd 
ia my poetry. But yoar name will not come into my 
verse. I am ashamed to split it into two, and put 
' Tuti ' in one line aad ' canua ' in the nest. Nor 
while it is properly pronounced Tiiticanus, can I pre- 
vail upon myself to shorten the third syllable and call 
you Tutieanus, or to ahorteu the first and call you Ttltt- 
canus, or make all three long and change it into Tuti- 
eanus." It has been said that the ancients, and espe- 
cially the Romans, were easily amused, and Ovid's 
friend was apparently no exception to the rule. 

Another letter introduces us to a personage of whom 
we would gladly know more, Cotys, one of the tribu- 
tary kings of Thrace, Cotys was a name of consid- 
erable antiquity in this region. Among those who 
had borne it was a prince who had played a part in 
the struggle between Philip of Macodon and Athena. 
Athenxus tells a strange story of his insane extrava- 
gance and cruelty, indicating the barbarian natnre 
thinly veneered with Greek civilisation, or rather 
luxury. The Cotys to whom Ovid writes was, if the 
poet is to be believed, of a diiferent temper. Claim- 
ing descent from Eumolpus, a Thracian bard, who 
figures in the early legends of Attica, his tastee were 
such as became his genealogy. He wrote verse, pro- 
bably in the Greek language ; and Ovid declares that, 
had they not had the name of their author prefixed 
to them, he could not have supposed them to have 
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been written by a native of Thrace, Orpheus, adds' 
the practised flatterer, was not the only poet whom 
that region had produced. It had now good reason 
to be proud of the genius of its king. It is a curious 
circnmstance that a senu-barbarous prince — for such 
Cotys must have seemed to any Eoman who had no 
apecial reason for complimenting him — should have 
been the occasion of the famous lines which have be- 
come the standing apology for a liberal education : 
" Diligently to acquire a liberal education, softens 
men's maimers, and forbids them to grow rude."* From 
what we hear of Cotya elsewhere, we find that his 
culture was not exactly in the right place among the 
savage tribes of Thraca Augustus divided between 
him and his brother Ehoscuporis the kingdom which 
had belonged to his father Ehcemetalces. " In this 
division," continues Tacitus, to whom we are indebted 
for the facts, " the cultivated lands, the towns, and 
what bordered on Greek territory, fell to Cotys ; the 
wild and barbarous portion, with enemies on its fron- 
tier, to Ehescuporia. The kings, too, themselves dif- 
fered — Cotys having a gentle and kindly temper, the 
other a fierce and ambitious spirit, which could not 
brook a partner." Open hostilities, provoked by Ehea- 
cuporis, broke out. The temporising policy of Tiberius, 
who had by that time succeeded to the throne, pre- 
vented him from rendering due assistance to Cotys, 
who, in the end, was treacherously seized by his 
brother, and put to death. 
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Of the literary merits of the ' Letters from tlie 
PoBtus ' there is little to be said. The monotony of 
its Buhject was fatal to escellenoe. Ovid knew, at 
least as well aa any man who ever wrote, how to say 
the same thing over and over again in different ways ; 
but even his genius could ntit indefinitely vary his 
oonstant complaint that he was living among savages, 
aind under an inhospitable sky ; his constant prayer 
that he might be released from hia gloomy prison, or, 
at least, transferred to a more genial spot. !Nor does 
he vary hia subject with the episodical narratives in 
the telling of which ha so much excelled. The story 
of Orestes and Pyladea is the only specimen of tie 
kind that occurs in the four boots. Ovid puts it 
into the mouth of an old native of the country, who 
speaks of having himself seen the temple where the 
incident happened, towering high with its vast 
columns, and approached by an ascent of twelve 
steps.* The versification is somewhat languid, and 
occasionally careless. The poems are not exactly nn- 
worthy of their author, for they are probably aa good 
as the subject admitted. To a Latin scholar, Ovid's 
verse, even when hia subject is uninteresting, is al- 

* The story in so well kaown that a very few wnrda iniy 
BuffioB for it. Oteates and Pylades land at Tauri, and, according 
to the custom of the pltice, ore aeued and taken to the templa 
uf Diana. There one o{ them must be offered to the goddesL 
Each is anxioOB to be the object of the fatal choice. WUIs 
they are contending, they Hud that the priestess is the aatadl 
Orestes, Iphigeuia, who had been transported hither from the 
aitar at Aulia, where she had been obont to suffer a siniilar fate. 
By her help they escape. 



ways pleasing; an English reader would certainly 
find them exceedingly tedious. 

The ' Ibis ' is a poem of between six and seTen hun- 
dred lines in length, cantaining almost as many impre- 
cations, displaying in their variety an amazing fertility 
of im^ination, which are directed against a personal 
enemy who had spoken ill of the poet in his banish- 
ment, had persecuted his wife with, his attentions, and 
had endeavoured to snatch aomia plunder from his pro- 
perty. It is modeUed, as Ovid himsalf states, on a 
poem of the same name whiclx Callimachus wrote 
against a poet who had been hia pupil, and afterwards 
became a rival — Apollonius Ehodius. Callimachus's 
quarrel with his brother poet seems to have been a 
purely literary one. Apolloniua preferred the simpli- 
city of the epie writers to the artificial style of his 
master. The censure was bitterly felt, and resented 
with a vehemence which transcends anything that 
has been recorded in the history of letters. The 
person whom Ovid attacked under the name of 
Ibis is said to have heen one Hyginus, a &eedmau 
of the Emperor Augustus, and chief of the Palatine 
Library. The principal ground for this idea is that 
Hyginus was certainly at one time on terms of 
intimate friendship with Ovid, and that none of 
the letters written in exile are addressed to him. 
Either he or some one else among the numerous 
acquaintances who conrted the poet in the days of 
hia popularity, and who deserted him in his exile, 
may have been in the author's thoughts j but the 
poem is scarcely serious. It has the look of being a 
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literary ioiir de fmxe. Callimachua was a favourite 
model witli Soman authors, and Ovid probably amosed 
some of tbe vacant hoiiis of his exile with tranalating 
hia poem.* Every story of Greek mythology, legend, 
and history is ransacked to fiimish the curses which. 
are heaped on the head of the luckless man. " May he 
fall over a staircase, as did Elpenor, the companion of 
Ulysses ! May he be torn to pieces by a lioness, as 
was Phayllus, tyrant of Ambracia ! May he be killed 
by a bee-Bting in the eye, aa was the poet Acbaias ! 
May he be devoured, as Glaucua was devoured, by his 
horses ; or leap, as did another Glaucua, into the sea ! 
May he drink, with trembling mouth, the same 
draught that Socratea drank, all undisturbed ! May 
he perish caught by the hands, as was Milo in the 
oak which he tried to rend ! " These are a few, hut, 
it will probably bo thought, sufficient, examples of 
the ' Ibis,' 



The last lines written by Ovid are probably some 
which we find in the ' Fasti ' under the first of June, 
praising Tiberius for the pious work which he had ac- 
complished in rebuilding and dedicating various temples 
at Eome. These temples were dedicated, aa we learn 
from Tacitus, in a.d. 17. Tlie poet died, St Jerome 
telU us, in the same year, some time before September, 
from which month, in Jerome's chronicle, the years 

a .^neid ahow tlifit it wns not wLoUj" » 
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ate reckoned. It; liad be n hiB a ne t 'ish that thu 
sentence wliicli had been g u ly cuted ^ainat 
him during hia life mi ht at 1 ast b relaxed after 
his death, and that his h n mi^ht h permitted to 
rest in his native Italy. Xh il ir as not granted : 
he was buried at Tomi. A pretended discovery of 
his tomb was made early in the sixteenth century at 
Stainz, in AuBtria, — a place far too remote from Tomi 
to make the story at all probable. If his body could 
liava been transported ao far, why not to Italy ? The 
story appeared in another edition j the tomb and its 
epitaph were the same, as was also the year of the dis- 
covery, but the place was now Sawar, in Lower Hun- 
gary. It may probably bo put down as one of the 
impostures, more or lesa ingenioua, with which schol- 
ars have often amused themselves, and of which the 
period following the revival of learning — -a period dur- 
ing which genuine discoveries of classical remains were 
frequently made — was particularly fertile. As recently 
ns the beginning of this century, it was announced in 
some of the Parisian papers that the Enssian troops, 
while engaged in building a fortrosa on the banka of 
the Danube, had opened the poet's sepidchie, and had 
named the place 0»idopdl, in his honour. Unfortu- 
nately it turned out that the fortress had never been 
built, or even commenced ; and that the local name 
of Lagone Oeidoulom (which, to give a colour to the 
story, had been changed into Lacus Ovidoli) owed ita 
origin, not to any remembrance of Ovid, hut to the 
practice of washing there the sheep (Lat. ovie) which 
A.C.S.B., vol. ii. K 
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were exported in large numbers from Moldavia for the 
consumption of Constantinople. We may dismiss as 
equally apocryphal the story of the silver writing-style 
of the poet, which was shown in 1540 to Isabella, 
Queen of Hungary, as having been recently discovered 
at Belgrade, the ancient Taurunu7n. 



CHAPTER IX. 

FRAGMENTS — LOST POEMS GENERAL OBSERVATIONS. 

In liis * Art of Love,* Ovid tells his readers that he had 
written a book on " Cosmetics," which was small in 
size, hut had cost him much pains. Of this book we 
have remaining a fragment of about a hundred lines. 
The poet begins by saying that everything is the better 
for cultivation — the human face of course included. 
The simple Sabine matrons of old may have been con- 
tent to spend all their labour on their fields, but the 
fair ones of modem Home had different tastes. Dresses 
embroidered with gold, hair richly scented and ar- 
ranged in various ways, fingers adorned with rings, 
and ear-rings of pearls, so heavy that two pearls were 
weight enough for an ear — such were now their tastes. 
How could they be blamed, for the tastes of men were 
just the same 1 They were quite right in trying to 
please ; only let them please in lawful ways. Drugs 
and love-potions must be eschewed. Goodness should 
be their chief charm. The days would come when it 
would be a pain to look into the mirror ; but virtue 
lasts through life, and the love which attaches itself 
to it is not lightly lost. After this edifying preface. 



148 



tlie poet proceeds to his subject. His instractiona are 
emineutly practical in character, — giving the ingredi- 
ents, the proper weight, and the right manner of mix- 
ing them. His Srst locipe is for brigbteaing the com- 
plexioiL Take two poucila of barley, as much of 
bitter lupine, and ten eggs ; dry and then grind the 
substance. Add a sixth of a pound of stag's-horns ; 
they must be those shed by the animal for the firat 
time. The mixture ia to be passed through a. aieva 
Twelve narcissus-toots with the rind stripped off are 
to be pounded in a marble mortar ; add the sixth of s 
pound of gum, and as much spelt, with a pound and 
a half of honoy. " Dress your face," says the poet, 
" with this, and you will have a complexion brightei 
than your mirror itself." The prescription ia some- 
what complicated ; hut then, it must be allowed, the 
object is difficult of attainment. Colour, as might be 
expected, is more easily secured. To five scruples of 
fennel add nine of myrrh, a handful of dry rose-leavee, 
and a quantity equal in weight to the rose-leaves of 
gum-ammoniacum and frankincense, and pour over it 
the liquor of barley. What other secrets of beauty 
Ovid may have unfolded cannot be known, for here 
the fragment breaks off. 

About a hundred and thirty lines of a poem on 
"Fishing" have also survived; but they are in a veiy 
broken condition, and a passage descriptive of land 
animals has somehow found its way into the midst of 
them. They contain nothing practical, except it is 
the advice which those acquainted with the art of 
, sea-fiahing will recognise as sound, that the fisherman 



FnAOJfENTS AND LOST POEMS. 149 

must not try his fortune in very deep water. A poem 
called the "Walnut," in which the tree complains, 
among other things, of its hard lot in being pelted 
with stones hy passers-by, has been attributed to 
Ovid. Some critics have supposed it to be a juvenile 
production, but the weight of authority is against its 
authenticity. 

In the tragedy of " Medea" the world has suffered a 
serious loss. Quintilian, a severe critic, says of it that 
it seemed to him to prove how much its author could 
have achieved, if he had chosen to moderate rather 
than to indulge his cleverness. He mentions in the 
same context the " Thyestes " of Varius, which might 
challenge comparison, he says, with any of the Greek 
tragedies. The two dramas are also coupled together 
by Tacitus in his " Dialogue about Famous Orators," 
where he compares the popularity of dramatic and 
oratorical works, just as we might couple together 
" Hamlet" and " King Lear." The " Medea" has been 
altogether lost, but we may gather some idea of the 
manner in which the poet treated his subject from 
the seventh book of the * Metamorphoses,' the first 
half of which is devoted to the legend of the great 
Colchian sorceress. What portion of it was chosen 
for the subject of the drama we do not know; but it 
may be conjectured that while the " Medea" of Euri- 
pides depicted the last scenes of her career, when she 
avenged the infidelity of Jason by the murder of her 
children, Ovid represented her at an earlier time, 
when, as the daughter of King iEetes, she loved and 
helped the gallant leader of the Argonauts. Anyhow, 



1 in the ' MetamorpliOBes' a very fine Holiloquy.in 
I which the love-stricken princess holda debate between 
[ Love and Duty : — 

" Up ! gird tliee ! for delay 
Ib death ! For aye thy debtor for his life 
Preserved must Jason be ! And torch and rite 
His honoured wife will make thee, and through oil 
Pelaagian cities shall their matrons hail 
The Saviour of their Prince ! — Ah I thiiB then, thus 
My Sister, Brother, Sire, my natal soil, 
My country's Gods, do I deaort, and fly 
To eiile with the winds J — my Sire is stem, 
Onr land ia barbarous : — my Brother yet 
An infant : — for my Sister, with my own 
Her vows are one : — and, for the gods, — within 
This bosom heals the Greatest I Little 'tia 
To loae, and much to win I Fame to have saved 
This flower of all Achaian youth, and eight 
And knowledge of a nobler land, where tflwer 
The cities of whose glory Fame even here 
Loud rumours, and the cultore and the arts 
That grace tlie life of Heroes I More- than all 
I win me -^soa's son, for whom the world 
With all its treasures were bat cheap exchange! 
Oh bliss I to be hia wife, his envied wife. 
Dear to bis kindred-Gods I My head, vrill touch 
The very stars with raptare ! "What if rocks, 
As Bumoni speaks, clash joatling in our track 
Athwart the Seas, and fell Chaiybdis, toe 
To ships, with flus and reflux terrible 
Swallows and Epouta the foam-flood 1 — what if, girt 
With serpents, in SioiJiftii ocean-caves 
Devouring Scylla barks ) — The seas for mi 
Clasped to the bosom of the man I love, 
Will wear no terrors ; — or, within his armi 
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If fear should rise, 'twill be, nat for myself, 

But only for ray Husband. Husband ? — All ! 

With what fair name, Medea, dost thou cloak 

Thy pnrpofied Crime ? Ah ! think how great the guilt 

Thou dftTeat, and, while yet thou canet, escape ! " 



The value of Ovid's poetry has been estimated from 
time to time in the course of these pages. Quintiliaii 
says that he was too much in love with his own clever- 
ness, but that he waa in some respecta worthy of com- 
mendation. Lord Macaulay confmns, or perhaps am- 
plifies, this judgment, wiBU he says that Ovid "had 
two insupportable faults : the one is, that he will al- 
ways be clever ; the other, that ho never knowa when 
to have done." Of the ' Metamorphoaea ' the same 
great critic wrote : " There are some very fine things 
in this poem ; and in ingenuity, and the art of doing 
difficult things in expression and versification as if 
they were the easiest in the world, Ovid is quite in- 
comparable." He thought that the best parts of the 
"work were the second book (specimens of which have 
been given in Chapter IV.), and the first half of 
the thirteenth book, where, in the oratorical contest 
between Ajax and Ulysses for the anna of Achilles, 
hia own tastes were doubtless satisfied. The sever- 
est criticism which he passes upon the poet is when 
he pronounces the ' Art of Love ' to be his best poem. 

If popularity is a test of merit, Ovid must be placed 
very high among the writers of antiquity, No classical 
poet has been so widely and so continuously read. He 
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aeems not to have beon forgotten even when learning 
and the taste for literature were at their lowest ebb, 
Among the atories which attest the javour in which 
he was held may be quoted the words which are 
reported to have been used by Alphonao, Euinamed 
the Magnanimous. That eccentric prince, who may 
be called the Pyrrbus of modem history, while proae- 
. cutii^ his conquests in Italy, came to the town of 
Sulmo, which has been mentioned as Ovid'a birth- 
place. "Willingly would I yield this region, which 
is no small or contemptible part of the kingdom of 
Kaplea, could it have been granted to my times to 
possess this poet. Even dead I hold bim to be of 
more account than the possession of the whole of 
Apulia." The bibliography of Ovid, as a writer in 
the ' NouveUe Biograpbie Universellrf remarks, is im- 
mense. Two folio volumes of the ' New Catalogue of 
the British Museum' are devoted to an enumeration 
of editions and translations of the whole or varioua 
parts of his works. 

Tor the immorality of much of his writings no de- 
fence can be made. Yet, if it is anything in favoui 
of a culprit that be is not alone in bis guilt, it may be 
urged in arrest of judgment that one of the greatest 
of English poets translated with much approval of 
his own generation the very worst of these writings, — 
and not only translated them, but contrived to make 
offensive in their new dress than they an 
the old. 

not altogether a bad character which hu 
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been thns summed up by Lord Macaulay : ^^ He seems 
to bave been a very good fellow; rather too fond of 
women; a flatteier and a coward: but kind and 
generous; and &ee from envy, though a man of 
letters, and though sufficiently vain of his own per- 
foimances." 



END OF OVID. 
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Is tho following chapters special acknowledgment is 
due to Mr Theodore Martin for niiialierless extracts 
from hia admirable and now perfected version of 
Catullua; and an almost equal debt has been in- 
euired to Dr Jamea Cranstoun by loans on his Tibnl- 
lus and Propertius, both of thorn scholarly perform- 
anoeSj and at present the moat adequate English 
versions of those poets in a complete form. Through 
the kindness of friends, and the publicity of reviews, 
some variety has been imparted to the translations — 
e.g., in poems of Catullus Tendered by Mr R. Dodd- 
ridge Blackraore, the author of ' Loma Doone ; ' in 
the " Nuptials of Peleua and Thetis," a portion of 
which has been given in a free translation by the 
Rev. A. C. Auchmuty ; and in pieces of Catullus and 
PropertiuB, borrowed from Hummel and Brodribb's 
'Laya from Latin Lyres' (1S76 : Longmans); and 
from the late Sii Edmund Head's 'Ballads and 



Poems' {Smith & Elder: 1868), in whiGli the 
lationa of Propertius are aadly too few. In tha 
course of the work the writer has found ttat it 
ia perfectly vain to expect the reader to taie 
kindly to the veraiona of Professor Eobinson Ellis; 
but he may tolerate the few that are given for 
their exact literality and evident scholarship. Mr 
Paley's Tersions, where they have heen used, wUl ho 
found to combine poetic feeling with these merita. 
It has seemed well to designate all the versions of the 
three poets for which the author of the volume ia him- 
self responsible with tha letter " D. ; " and he desires 
to plead for these not eo much a claim of superiority 
to other versions, as a scruple to avail himself of the 
honey of other bees, without samples and contribn- 
tions from his own hive. There ia room for even 
e workers in this special field of translation; and 
the volume will have done good if it inspires > 
friendly rivalry in rendering three specially delightful 
poets into congenial English. 

J. D. 



a CooET, Septemler 1, 1876. 
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CHAPTEE I. 

THE LIFE OF VALERIUS CATULLUS, 

Valerius Catullus — about whose prsenomen there is 
no evidence to show whether it was Caius or Quintus, 
and need be still less concern, as wherever the post 
speaks of himself in his poems it is by his surname 
Catullus — was bom at Verona B.C. 87, and died, it is 
probable, in b.c. 54 or 53. Like the two somewhat 
later elegiac poets usually associated with him, his 
life "and flower were brief ; but there is internal evi- 
dence to prove that he was alive after b.c. 57, his 
death-date in the Eusebian Chronicle ; and the silence 
of his muse as to public events immediately subsequent 
to 54 B.C., the death of Clodius in 52, and the civil 
wars in 49-47 amongst the number, forbids the pro- 
bability that he attained a longer span than some 
thirty-four years. A colour has been sought to be 
given to a later date from the supposed mention in 
A.O.S.S., voL iii A 
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Poem lii. of the actual comuhhip of Vatiniua in B.C. 
47; but it ia clear from Ciceto that that worthy whilst 
ascending the ladder of office had a habit of enforcing 
his aSii&mtions by the oath, " as sure aa I ehall he 
consul," * and bo that the poet ridiculed a mere pro^ 
pect, and not an accomphahed iact — 

" Vatinius— what that caitiff dares ! — 
By when be sliall he consul awears ! " 

Similarly, the argument for a much later date t 
57 B.C. for Catullua's lampoons on Csesar and Mamum 
may as well be used on the other side, as it is obviotB 
that such attacks would be on all accounts auhdued 
after the Dictatorship was established, though policy 
and statesmanship doubtless counsel ignorance or fp 
sight of such petty and ephemeral warfare. On ths 
whole, it should seem that there are allusions in ika 
poems of Catullus which must have been written i 
B.C. 54 and in 53,+ but scarcely a shadow of any 
grounds for believing him to have survived the lata 
e dates. 

Beyond the birth-date, we have literally no souvfiniB 
of the childhood or early youth of CatuUus, for he hai 
recorded scarcely any admonitiis loconnn, lite Horaea, 
and does not deal in playfully-described miraelea 

■ Cio, in Vatin- Intertog., 2. 6. G. 11. 

+ Some aHusions in C. xa. to Fiirius and Aureliae, and in C, 

e later than Cxsar'a invasiaD of Britain in fi.c. 

d C. liii. ia an epigram baaed an a speecli of Licinins CbItik 

it Vatinius, whom Cicero at Csaar'a inatauce defended in 
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heralii the advent of a "divine poet." Bom at 
Terona, an important town -of Transpadane Gaul 
on the river Atheais, whioh became a Latin colony 
in 89 B.C., and one of the finest cities in that part of 
Italy, he Tvas by family and antecedents essentially 
EomaD, and in education and tastes must he regarded 
as emphatically a town-bird. There is nothing to lead 
to the impressioa that he had the keen eye of Virgil 
for the natural and sylvan beatiea of his birthplace 
and its enviroas, no special jnention of its wine, 
apples, or spelt. He does not indeed utterly ignore 
the locality, for one of hia most graceful pieces is a 
rapture about Sirmio (C. xxxi.), where he possessed 
a villa, no great distance from Yerona, on the shores 
of the Lago di Garda. Hither in his manhood he 
returned for solace after tiouhle and disappointment ; 
bnt it was probably rather with a craving for rest than 
from the love of nature, which is not a key-note of hia 
life or poetry. Hia removal to Rome at an early age 
for hia education must have begun the weaning pro- 
cess j and though Verona had its "capital in little," 
its importance, still witnessed by the remains of an 
amphitheatre more perfect though smaller than the 
Colosseum, its medley of inhabitants from the east 
and west, with a fair share of culture and urbanity, 
in spite of the infusion of barbarism which Cicero 
complained had reached even Eorae with the " breeka " 
of the peoples from beyond the Alps, it is easy to 
conceive that Catullus soon contracted a preference 
for the capital, and was fain to quiz the provincials 
of hia original home, though he seems to have retained 
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not a few acquaintances and family ties amongst them. 
Sucli ties, as is seen in the casos of Catullus and 
Horace, were stronger in the provinces than in Rome , 
and we shall see anon that the former was influenced 
"by the tendetest and moat touching fraternal affectionj 
hut the charms of a residence at Eome, from the echool- 
hoy period up to his brief life's end, asserted a power 
which was rarely interrupted by rustication or foreign 
travel ; and he cannot herein be accused of the vola- 
tility or change ableness wliich characterised others of 
Ilia craft and country. This would be a power certain 
to grow with years, and the more so aa hooka, society, 
culture, were accumulateJ. in the capital. " At Kome,' 
wrote the poet to Manliua — 

" Alone I live, alone my studies ply, 
And there my treasures are, my haunts, my home." 

It is little more than guess-work to speculate on the 
rank and calling of Catuilua's father. From the life 
of Julius Ciesar by Suetonius we gather that hewM 
on tenns of intimacy with, and a frequent boat of, that 

I great man ; and it is not improbable that he and the 
son who died in Asia Minor may have been mercl 
though the death in question would consist as vdt 
■with the surmise that Catullus'a brother was on Bonie 
pnetor's staff. Attempts have been made to establish 
against the poet himself a charge of impecunionsDBBa 
and wastefulness ; but "the cobwebs in hia purse" i" 
the invitation to Fabullus (C. xiii.) ai* a figure ol 
speech which need not be literally interpreted ; lu» 
allusions in C. xi., " Concerning Varus's Mistress," to » 
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scanty exchequer and shabby equipment whilst in the 

suite nf Menuuius in Bitliynia, cut rather at that ill- 

ii conditioned and illiberal praetor than himself; and as 

I to the jeu d'esprit about the " Mortgage," it makes all 

'l the difference of meum and tutim whether we read of 

"your" or "my" country-seat as 
I as to which the poet tells Furiua- 



" That there's a mortgage, Fve been told, 
About it wound so neatly, 
That, ere this new moon shall be old, 
'Twill sweep it off completely." — (C. ix 



6 colour for the suspicion ia indeed found 
in the fact that on occasion — like other young men 
about town — Catullus sought to improve his finances, 
and 80 — hke other young men — ^joined the euite of the 
ptastor, Caius Memmiua, in Eithynia, attracted by the 
literary prestige of that governor, who was the friend 
and patron of Lucretius. From him, however, he de- 
rived nothing b\it disappointment. Memmius did not 
enrich his own coffers : hia suite, if we may judge by 
Catullus, did not recoup their outfit ; but, on the 
contrary, might have stood as a warning to other 
would-be fortune-menders for the nonce, as the poet 
points the simile — ■ 

" Like me, who following about 
My prsetor— was — in fact, cleaned out" — (0. sxviii.) 

But with regard to the poet's general finances we 
have certainly no reason, from hia remains, to suppose 
that he was habitually out at elbows. On the contrary, 
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we know that be had two country-houses, — one at tha 
Lago di Garda (which some have thought is still repre- 
seated by the rains of a coasideiable odi&ce at the ex- 
tremity of the promoatoryou its southera shore, thongi 
later diaeoveries show that these ate remains of baths 
of the date of Constantine, to say nothing of their oi- 
tent being out of keeping with a poet's villa) ; and the 
other in the suburb of Tibur, where was hia Tiburtine, 
or, as his ill-wishers called it, to tease him, his Sabine 
Farm (C. xliv.J Add to these a hoaso and library it 
Home, of which he wrote, as we have seea above, to 
Manlius, and an estate which he owed to the bounty 
of a friend, and of which little more is known than 
that it included amongst other goods and chattels » 
housekeeper;* and we shall determine that Catullus 
was probably in nowise amenable to the ohaige of 
being a spendthrift or " distrest poet," but rather a man 
of good average means, iu fair circumstaaces and good 
society. For the latter it is plain that his education 
would have fitted him. Though he had not, lik* 
Horace, the advantage of a Greek sojourn to give i' 
finish and polish, he had enjoyed what was then at ft 
premium in Latin towns even more than at Eome, * 
thorough introduction to Greek literature. Herein h* 
laid the foundations of that deep familiarity with the 
Alexandrian poets, which, in common with his brotliH 
elegiast, Propertius, but perhaps with special manipu- 
lation all his own, characterises his other than eroBO 
poetry. It ia possibia that the imitations of Aleffl"- 
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drine poetij may have been liis earliest poetic efforts, 
but the more natural auppositiou is that hia earliest 
' verses are inspired rather by the taverna and lounges of 
Eoman or Veronese resort than by the euhools; and if 
so, an early date -would be assigned to " Colonia, its 
Old Bridge, and the Stupid Husband" (C. xvii.), the 
poem about a "Babbling Door," the "Mortgage," and 
other like aquiba and jeux d'esprit. The lack of what, 
to the accomplished Eoman of the highest rank, was 
tantamount to a college education at Athens, Catullus 
made up later on by what is also a modem equivalent 
— foreign traveL After his bootless winter in Bithynia, 
he chartered a yacht and started on a tour amidst the 
isles of the Archipelago, after having first done the 
cities of Asia. And so up the Ionian and Adriatic 
he sailed home to the Lago di Oarda and Sirmio, 
furnished, doubtless, with poetic material and fancy 
suggested by his voyage, and fitted more than ever for 
the intercourse of those literary men at Eome whose 
friendship he enjoyed in his mature life,— if we may 
use such an expression of one who died at thirty-foiir. 
Among th^e were Pollio, Calvua, Cicero, Cornelius 
Nepos, with whom to have been on terms of intimacy 
is a distinct set-off against an acquaintance with some 
scores of lighter and looser associates. It is only im- 
perfect acquaintance with the poems of Catullus that 
sets up his image as that of a mere Anacreontic poet, 
I a light jester and voluptuary, who could not be earnest 
' but when bis jealousy was roused by his beauteous 

£UB Lesbia. The finished grace of his poetic I 

lents to such historic Homaiis as those we have I 
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just named may he set beside the tonching and pathetic 
poem to his brother as proofs of his exquisite com- 
mand of very different Tains, although in his hours of 
youthful gaiety he could throw off light laya on pass- 
ing tittlu-tattle, or chronicle adventures more or les8 
BCocdolouB and licentious. His claim to permanent 
honour as a poet rests upon the depths of intenae 
feeling which, whether in hght love (if his love for 
Leabia can ever be so called) or in brotherly affection, 
as shown in bis lament for his brother's death in the 
Troad, weU up to the sound of the plaintive lyre. It 
is pretty fully settled that this brother's death did not 
Bynchroniae with the poet's voyage to Bilhynia. Had 
it been so, would he not Burely, as Mr Theodore 
Martin has observed, have linked a fond memory of 
their joint boyhood with his ode on return to Sirmio? 
The times and seasons were distinct, but Catullus 
made a set pilgrimage to his brother's grave on the 
Rha;tean headland ; and to this landmark, as it were* 
of hia life, this heartbreaking journey, and the deso — 
lation of the home to which he returned, most 
referred his sad lines to Hortalus, Manhus, and Cor — ~ 
nificius. If to this we add the late, realisation o:^ 

Lesbia's utter wantonry (a chapter in the poet's his ' 

tory which, as influencing it beyond all others, deserves* 
to be treated separately and at length), it is made clea:^ 
that his youthful spirits may by this time have beer^»^ 
deserting the sensitive and saddened Catullus ; antS'' 
though there is no distinct record of his death, th.^ 
inference is justifiable that accumulated bereavements 
and the rupture of tenderest ties, rather than the 



effects of hftbitual profligacy, brought to a prematuie 
death the riehly^ted and learned Veronese songster, 
whom Ovid in his " Amores " bids meet another early- 
taken bald — Tibullua — his youthful templca ivy- 
crowned, in the Elyaian valley. It is surely with hia 
riper years {perhaps about 61 or 60 b.c), and not with 
those when he was more ficlda and in the heyday of 
young hlood, that we should connect hia passion for 
Lesbia. Tired, perhaps, of light loves, which left only 
their bitterness behind, he had dreamed — though it was 
an empty and ill-founded dream — of a more enduring 
connection with this most beautiful and graceless of 
Roman matrons. This idol shattered, its worshipper 
undeceived, and the brother whom he loved with a 
pure affection torn from him by an untimely dSatli, 
Catullus has little more in the way of a landmark for 
the biographer. Between these events and hia-death- 
date, whether wo take that aa 57 or 54 u.c, there was 
time for tender regrets, occasional alternations between 
palinodes and professions of forgiveness, presentimenta 
of coming fate, and more direct facing of premature 
death. Time also, as to our good fortune he discov- 
ered, for collecting the volume of his poems, which ha 
fitly dedicated to Cornelius Kepos, and forwarded to 
him in a highly-finished dainty copy, " purfled," as 
one translator expresses it, " glossily, freah with ashy 
pumice." It is a happy sample of bis ideal of poetic 
compliment, and apologetically excuses the boldness 
of offering so slender an equivalent for the historian's 
three volumes (which have not survived) of Italian 
hiBtoiy. The first verse illustratea the binding and 
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jirepariiig of a Eoman presentation copy. The last 
points the contrast of a sort of Diomede and Glaucas 
exchange with a luiking eBteem for his own professedly 
inadequate gift ; — 

" Great Jove, what lore, what labour there ! 
Thea take tlds little hook, whate'er 

Of good or bad it store ; 
And grant, oh guardian Muse, that it 
May keep the flavour of \ta wit 
A centnry or mote !" — M. 

Before proceeding to examine the extant poetry of 
Catullus upon the principle of division into groups, 
it is fair to him to say a few words in deprecation 
of the character for licentiousness of life aud poetiy 
under which it has teen his misfortune to suffer 
amongst modems. It ought to be taken into account 
that t^e standard of morala in bis day was extremely 
low; vice and profligacy walking abroad barefaced, and 
Bome fresh scandal in high places — amidst the con- 
sul's suite and the victorious general's retinue — being 
bruited abroad as day succeeded day. A poet who moved 
in the world and had gained the repute of a amait 
hitter at the foibles and escapades of hia neighbouis, 
whilst himself hot-blooded, impetuous, fearless, and 
impatient of the restraints of society, was not unlikely 
to become the object of some such general charges as 
we find from C. xvi, that Aureliua and Furius circu- 
lated against Catullus. And to oar approhension the 
defence of the poet — 
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Beema like begging the queation, and ecaicely a high 
tone of aelf-juatification. Indeed, his retort is not 
simply turning the tables, aa he might have done, on 
his maligners, hut somewhat unnecessaiily defending 
his life at the expense of his writings. This, it ia 
prohable, has acted in hia disiavour. Excepting a few 
extremely personal and scurriloiia epigiams and skits, 
it ia not easy to pick out iii the poetry of Catullus 
a greater looseness of language than in that of his 
Augustan successors ; whilst as compared with his 
contemporaries in high places and public life, his 
moral conduct might have passed for fairly decent. 
What most concerns the modem reader is that after 
abatements and omissions of what is more or leas 
unpresentable, there remains so much of a more re- 
fined standard of poetry and manners, so much ten- 
derness in puro affection and friendship, so much, we 
might almost say, chivalry and forgivingnesa in the 
treatment of more questionable objects of his passion, 
that we are won to condonation of the evil which ia 
that of the time and society for the chann and ideal 
refinement of the genius which is specially his own. 
The standard of pui'ity and morals has, we know, 
nsen and fallen in modern times and nations ; and a 
severe " index expui^torius " should ban our Herricks, 
Moores, and Byrons — nay, even Bums ; but unless a 
sponge is to wipe out for the sake of a few blots a 
body of true poetry, rare in form and singularly rich 
in talent and grace, and a hard and fast rule is to 
condemn bitter and sweet alike, it ia to be hoped that 
a fairer insight into the poetry of Catullus, attainable 
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through the blameless medium of at least one excel- 
lent translation, will enable English readers to judge 
how much of the prejudice attaching to the name of 
Catullus is without foundation, and how rich and 
original is the freshness and vivacity of his musa 
It is no little gain to feel that in this genius we have 
" not only one of the very few writers who on one or 
two occasions speaks directly from the heart," but 
one entitled to the much more comprehensive praise, 
as has been shown by Professor Sellar, of " a wonder- 
ful sincerity in all the poems, by means of which the 
whole nature of the poet, in its better and woise 
features, is revealed to us as if he were our contem- 
porary." * 

* Eoman Poets of the Bepablic, p. 342. 
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ATDt: 



Although chronology would plead for the postpone- 
ment till much later of the record of Catullus's love- 
fever, and it might seem more in order to set first the 
floating epigrams and occasional pieces which treat of 
town or country jokes, witticisms, petits soupers, and 
the hke, and to make the reader acquainted with 
the everyday life of the poet at home or ahroad; 
yet the passion for Leshia was so absorbing when it 
was lighted, and possessed its victim so tlioroughly, 
that we must needs treat it first in our sketch of 
his writings. A poet's love has mostly been insepar- 
able from his after-fame ; and in a higher degree than 
the Cynthia of Propettiua, the Corinna of Ovid, or 
the Delia, probably, of TihuUus, does the Lesbia of 
Catullus fasten her spell around him, to the exclusion 
of other and fresh loves, of which he was apparently 
cautious and forbearing both hefore and after the 
crisis of his nmster-paasiom His erotic verses, save 
those to Lesbia, are but few. Ipsithilla, Aufilena, 
and Ametina are mero passing and casual amours, 
soon forgotten; he is oftener found supping with a 
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friend and his ehere amie than flirting on his own 
account ; and there is nothing in Catullus that betrays 
the almost certainty that his mistress has justification 
in his infidelity for any number of her own laches and 
transgresaiona, such aa is always peeping out in tha 
elegiea of Propertius. On the contrary, it is fair to be- 
lieve that iii hifl case "the heart that once truly loved 
ne'er could forget," however unfoituuate and direful ite 
choice and the issue of it He waa true to the ideal 
and stanch to the championship of Lesbia's resplendent 
beauty, long after he had proved that it waa not for 
him ; and however disastrous to hia peace of mind, 
health, and even Hfe, the results o£ her coldness and 
fickleness, the spell clung to his heart, even aftra his 
mind was cured ; and so Lesbia asaerta foremost men- 
tion when we call up the surroundings of Catullua, 

Who, then, waa this potent enchantress I The elder 
sister, it is pretty well agreed, of that notorious P. 
Clodius who was slain by llilo, and a member of tha 
great Clftudian house at Rome. Like brother, like 
sister I The former had added a grave sacrilege to 
unheard-of profligacy, and outraged even the las 
standard of Eomaa society in his day by the versa- 
tility of his shameleseness. To the character of an. 
unbridled libertine he added that of an unscrupulou* 
pohtical incendiary, with whom poison and assaseina-- 
tion wore wonted modes of removing a rival fix)m hi* 
path. The Clodia whom we identify by almost eomnioi»- 
conaent with the Lesbia of Catullus was the second of 
his three sisters, and unequally yoked with Metellu^ 
Celer, who was consul in. 60 cc, and on frequent ooca- 
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Bions a correspondent of Cicero. But, like her sisters, 
she waa notorious for her infidelities ; and, lite her 
brother, was not nice as to methods of getting rid of 
such BB slighted her advancea or tired of her fickle- 
ness. Even Cicero was credited with having stirred 
her passion unwittingly. A gay friend of Catullus, 
Cffihua Eufus, had incurred her persecutions and 
false accusations of an attempt to poison her, by 
freeing himself from his liaison with her ; and Cicero 
had defended him in a speech which furnishes the 
details of her abandoned life of intrigue and profli- 
gacy. With her husband she was at constant war ; 
and his death by poison in 59 B.C. was freely laid 
at his wife's door. So, at least, we gather from 
Cicero's defence of Cieliua, delivered in the follow- 
ing year, which saddles her with epithets betoken- 
ing the depths to which she had descended in her 
career of vice and licence. After her husband's death, 
and her release from a yoke which she had never 
seriously respected, she appears to have given herself 
over to the licentious pleasures of Baife, kept open 
house with the young rouSs of the capital at her 
mansion on the Palatine, and consorted with them 
without shame or delicacy by the Tiber's bank, or on 
the Appian Eoad. In such company Catullus, as an 
intimate of Cadius, Gellius, and others whose names 
were at one time or another in her visitors' book, most 
probably first met her ; and the woman had precisely 
the fascinations to entangle one so full of the tender 
and voluptuous, and withal so cultivated and accom- 
plished as Catullus must have been. It has been epi- 
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grammaticaUy said of the women of that epoch at 
Home that "the harp and hooka of Simonidea and 
Anacreon had replaced the spindle and diataff; and 
that with a dearth of Luoietias," or chaste matrons, 
"there waa no lack, unfortunately, of Semproniaa " * 
— i.e., unchaste hlue-atockinga. But had Clodia'a or 
Leahia's culture and cleverness been the head and 
front of her ofTending, the poet might leas have rued 
Ilia introduction to a sorceress who, " insatiable of 
love, and almost incapable of loving," had ambition, 
vanity, and woman's pride Buffioient to covet a name 
in connection with the foremost lyric poet of the day. 
On his part there aeems to have been no resistance to 
the toils; and no wonder if, with the ends of har 
vanity to achieve, she bent her literary talenta, as 
well as her coquetry and natural graces of mien and 
person, to hia captivation. Cicero has recorded tliat 
ahe waa talked of^ like Jiino, as ^SoiTrts, in compli- 
ment to her grand and flashing eyes ; and there ia no 
lack of evidence that her beauty, grace, figure, and 
wit were rare. It might be asked on what certitude 
this description of Clodia is transferred so confidently 
to Lesbia. In the first place, let it be admitted 
that, after the fashion of the Alexandrian poeta, &t 
custom prevailed with such Koman writers as Varro, 
Atacinus, Gallus, Tlhullua, Propertiua, Ovid, to cel- 
ebrate their mistresses under the feigned names of 
Leueadia, Lycoria, Delia, Cynthia, Corinnaj and it 

• Sempronia, wife of D. Junius Brutus, was a woman of 
personal attractions and literary acquirements, bat of proEigiB 
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will not seem unlikely that Catullua sLould ehooae for 
the nom de plume of his enslaver a name recalling 
Sappho tha Lesbian, especially as it waa probably 
by a sympathetic translation into Latin sapphica of 
bei famous ode to Fhaon that he Urst announced 
his Buit and evinced his passion. After this is grant- 
ed, it will remain to decide from internal evidence 
whether there are grounds of identification between 
the Lesbia of Catullus's poetry and the famous or 
infamous sister of Publius Clodius. They need only 
be summarised to establish a verdict in the afBrma- 
live, and confirm the statement of Apuleiua that 
she whom Ovid tells us Catullus loved under the 
feigned name of Lesbia, waa the Clodia whose character 
Cicero painted in such undisguised force of colours. 
First, both lay under the stigma of guilty relations with 
a brother. Secondly, both appear to have at one time 
indulged an amour with Cselius Rufua, and both were 
unmistakably married women. Thirdly, the characters 
of both coiocide in point of wit, learning, and culti- 
vation, their persons in exceptional beauty, and their 
tempers in caprice and occasional violence. Fourthly, 
the rank of Clodia was distinctly high and i^trician ; 
and though an evil name attached to her on Cicero'a 
showing, there is no reason to suppose that she utterly 
diarsgarded appearances. Lesbia's rank, indeed, is 
not indicated in plain terms by her poet, but it cornea 
out in a probable interpretation of some expressious 
in an elegiac poem to Allius, that ahe was certainly 
no vulgar intriguante, but met her lover at the houae 
of that noble, and so far paid the outward respect to 
A.D.8.B., ToL iii. B 
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decenny, whicli is wont to be retained later than most 
other cbaracteriaticB by tbe well-bom. 

The remaina of Catallus would be deprived of thiee 
parts of their interest, had the Lesbian odea and 
ditties been unfortunately loat. Not only, howeyei, 
ia this not tbe case, inasmuch as, of niany extant, dia 
ia the distinct burden ; but many poems, not pro- 
fessedly addressed to her, are really referable to her 
inspiration. Accordingly, it is a part of the r6le o£ 
every critic of Catullus to arrange, according to hi^*- 
skill in divination or conjecture, the sequence of th^s 
poems of the Lesbian series ; and that which it ha,.^ 
been thought most convenient to follow in these paga-^ 
is the plausible aad clear arrangement of Theodoi 
Martin, the moat congenial and appreciative ( 
the poet's English translators. It ia a happy an 
ahrewd instinct which places first ia the b 
that model translation from Sappho's Greek 
ment, which seems at once a naming-day ode 
a declaration of passion, fenced and shielded under i. 
guise of being an imitative song. The poet, in t 
fervour of his new-kindled devotion, in the flutter 
hope and yearning, and not yet in the happiness of 
short-lived assurance, pours forth a wonderful rep«:^^** 
asntation of one of the most passionate of Greek lo^?^ 
songs ; and therein (if we strike out an alien etan^^^ 
which reads quite out of place, and must have b^^a 
inserted, in dark days, by aome blundering botcher or 
wrong-headed moralist) transfers from the isles o{ 
Greece burning words which have sulFered nothing in 
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the_ process, and which perhaps Beired the poet for a 
confession of his flame : — 

" Peer for the gods he aeemB to me, 
And mi};Iitier for, if that may he, 
Wlio, sitting face to face witli thee, 

Can there serenely gaze ; 
Can hear thee sweetly speak the while. 
Con see thee, Leshia, sweetly smile ; 
Joys that liom me my senses wile 

And leave me in a maze. 

For ever, when thy face I view, 

My voice is to its task untrue, 

My tongue is paralysed, and throagh 

Each limli a subtle flame 
Runs swiftly ; murmurs dim arise 
Within my ears, across iny eyes 
A sudden darkness spreads, and sighs 

And tremors shake m.y ftamo." * 

nothing that we could add by way of comment could 
enhance the truth to nature of the sensations, which 
the poet renders more vivid as he endorses them, and 
which Tennyson and Shelley have, consciously or 
unconsciously, enumerated in kindred sequence in 
" Eleonore " and the " Lines to Constantia singing," 
There la something in their reality and earnest truth 
from the heart, for which we look in vain for imitation 
in the Elizahethan lyrists. Prohably to the same 
season of hope and wooing must be referred the two 

• C. li., Roaabncli and Lnflitnann ; Tli. Martin, p. 3. 



pretty ditties on Leatiii's aparrow, in life and in death, 
■which, the moat casual of readers connects with Cat- 
ullua, and which have given the key-note to any num- 
ber of imitations, parodies, and kindred conceits, 
though, it may be confiilently averred, at a marked 
abatement of ease and graca In the first, he pictaroe 
■with vivid touches the coy and -witching charmer, 
inflaming hor jealous and impatient lover, and haply 
disgniaing her own paasion, by playful toying -with her 
pet birdie, to which she surrenders her finger-tip in 
mock provocation. He has plainly no sympathy with 
misplaced favours, as he regards the privUeges vouch- 
safed the favourite, whilst he hungers in the very 
reach of enjoyment. And his moral from what he 
-witnesses is the simple suggestion of a less trifling and 
more worthy object — himself — though there is a little 
obscurity in the connection with Atalanta and the 
apples, "We give it, in this instance, from a stray 
version by the author of ' Lorna Doone ' — 
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" Oh that I could play with thee 
Like herself, and we could find 
For Bad haraasings of mind 
Something gay to set them free 1 

This would charm me, as they tell 
That the nimble demoiselle. 
Charmed by golden fruit, betrayed 

AU her vows to die a maid."— E. D. B, 



Perchance the poet did not take into account that the 
iiuit, once grasped, was scarce worth the effort to 
i it ; that all was not gold that glittered ; that 
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Lesbia was incapable of deeper feeling than wantoning 
with a hird-pet. But the birdie's elegy is a yet more 
memorable poem, — one, too, that elicits the poet's 
element of pathos. 'WrittcE to ingratiiite himaelf with 
Lesbia, its burden is a loyal commemoration of his 
quondam rival ; but a line or two, even if suggested 
by an Alexandrian idylliflt, on the greed of Orcus 
and the brief life of all that is lovely and lovable, 
touch a chord which was never far from the vein of 
CatulluB, though he is soon recalled to the sensible 
detriment which his lady's eyea are likely to suffer 
from her tears ; — 

" Loves and Graces mourn with me — 

MoUTD, fair youths, where'er ye he I 

Dead my Lealiia'a sparrow ia — 

Sparrow that was all her bliss ; 

Than her very eyes more dear ; 

For he made her dainty cheer, 

Knew her well, as auy maid 

Knows her mother ; never strayed 

From her hosom, hut would go 

Hopping round her, to and fro ; 

And to her, and her alone. 

Chirruped with such pretty tone. 

Now he treads that gloomy track 

Whence none ever may come hack. 

Out upon you, and your power, 

Which all fairest things devour, 

Orcus' gloomy shades, that e'er 

Te took my hird that was bo fair 1 

Ah, the pity of it ! Thou 

Poor bird, thy doing 'tis, that now 

My loved one's eyes are swollen and red 

With weeping for her darhng dead." 
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It only needs to compare tliia delicate and musical 
piece, and the subtle infusion of its (in the original) 
tender diminutives, with. Ovid's " On the Death of a 
Parrot," in which the parrot is very secondary to its 
mistress, and we shall discem the elementa of popu- 
larity which made it a household word up to the time 
of Juvenal, and still preserve it as a trial-ground for 
neatness and finish in traiislators. 

But soon we find a song that gives a note of pro- 
gress in Leshia'a good graces. A sense of enjoyment 
and abandon animates the strain in which Catullus 
pleads for licence to lova his fill, on the ground that 
to-morrow death may terminate the brief reign of 
fruition. In sharp contrast with the heyday of 
present joy he sets the drear prospect which had 
itself felt in the poem laat quoted ; but now it 
m incentive to " living while we may : " — 

" Suns go down, fcut 'tis to rise 
Brighter in the Taorning skies ; 
But when seta our little hght, 
We must sleep in endless night." 

The moral, or conclusion, is not that which commends 
itself to faith or hope ; hut the pagan mind of the 
erotic poets delighted, as we may see in Ovid, Tibul- 
luB, and Propertius, also in the contrast of now and 
then — the gay brightness of the passing hour with the 
dark ahadow looming ia the background — and drew 
torn it no profounder suggestion than — love and 
kisses 1 In the rationale or arithmetic of these, Catul- 
lus shows himself an adept. In the piece just qnoted 
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he piles np an addition aum that takes away tke 
"breath, and eventually gives a reason for 

" KisB after kisa without cessation, 
Until we lose all calculation ; . 
So enmj shall not mar our blisses 
By nfmhering iip our tale ofMsees." 

The ancients had a motive for letting their kisses pass 
counting, wbich does not appear in the love.ditties of 
our Herricks and Druaimonds, though hoth betray 
the influence of Catullus — the deprecation, to wit, of 
magic, mischance, ill-hick, or an evil-eye, which their 
superstition considered unascertained numbers to se- 
cure. Exemption from such, then, was a stimulus to the 
lover's appetite for kisses, as is pleaded again by the 
poet "To Lesbia Kind" in C. vii., where he exhausts 
the round of similes for numbers numberless — the sea- 
sands, the stars of night, and so forth — and doubts 
whether the very largest definite number 

" Which a curious fool might count. 
Or with tongue malignant blaat," 

could satisfy hia thirst and fever. One could wish j 

that to the Lesbian series might be linked a short 

poem in kindred vein (C. xlviii.) which may well sum 

up the poet's dieta upon the subject, inscribed " To a I 

Beauty " — J 

" Oh, if I thine eyes might kiss, 1 

LAnd my kisses were not crimes, I 

I would snatch that honeyed bliss I 

Full three hundred thousand times ! I 
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Nor slioulil these a surfeit bring, 
Not though that sweet crop Bhould yield 

Kissea far outnumbering 
Corn-ears in the harvest-field." 

But whilst as yet Catullua enjoys a dream of auccesa- 
ful love, and the fancied happineae of posaessioD, witb 
no misgivings arising from awakened jealousy or fears 
of fickleness, has ho left any hint whereby we may 
reach the secret of Leebia's witchery 1 There is one 
which does pre-eminently supply this — his comparison 
of her with a contemporary beauty generally admired, 
by name Quinctia. The latter, he admite, has sevenl 
feminine charms ; but Lesbia's attraction is the coa- 
centratioQ in herself of all the perfections of the most 
peerless women. Hers is a gathering of " every 
creature's best" into one ineffable grace, "ao perfect 
and so peeriess " is she 1 * But let Catullus speak 
thiBugh his eloquent interpreter— : 

" Slost beautiful in many eyea 
Is Quinctiai, and in mine 
Her shape is tall, and straight withal, 
And her complexion fine. 

These single chairos of form and face 

I grant that she can show ; 
Eut all the concentrated grace I 

Of ' beautiful,' oh no ! i 
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That something which delights the mind, 
And wtisfies the heart 

But Leahia's beautiful, I swear ; 

Ami for herself she stole 
The charms most rare of every fair, 

To frame a perfect whole." 

But anon comes a change over the poet'a complacent 
satisfaction. This perfect creature is only outwardly 
and bodily perfect; or, if lier mental endowments 
enliance the attractions of her form and heauty, ha 
soon finds that the heart is wanting. It was her 
pride in the homage of a brilliant and popular poet 
that had bidden her win him to her feet : the effort 
to retain him there was too great for her fickle tem- 
perament, if indeed she did net trust her fascinations 
to keep him attached to her train — at fast or loose, as 
it suited her purpose. It would hardly seem that he 
could have counted upon much more, if we are to 
connect with Leabia, as there is every reason to do, 
the poem to Maniua Acilius Glabrio, in which he pro- 
fesses toleration of rivals, and goes so far as to say 
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" Therefore so that I, and I alone, 
PoBSesB her on the daya she culls for me. 
And signalises witli a whiter stone, 
I care not how inconstant she may he." 

— (C. l.^viii. ad/in.) 



Perhaps for a while it sufficed him to act as hia own 
detective, and warn off such fops as Gellius, Alfenus, 
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Egnatius, and Eavidua with aaroasms, innuendoa, anl 
thraata of biting iambics, if tbey forestalled hia privi- 
leged visits. He may have trusted also somewhat to 
the gratitude he might quicken in Leabia'a bosom by 
such compliments by contrast as the skit lie wrote 
on the miatroBS of Mamurra of Formiffi, a oroature of 
Julius Cieaar, who had raised him iii Gaul from a low 
station, and put him. Ln tlie way of acquiring wealth 
for the simple purpose of squandering it. Its tenor is 
a mock compliment to a provincial belle of features 
nowJBO 80 perfect and well matched as they might be. 
And the suggestion that this is she about whom the 
province ravea, leads up to what Catullus deems the 
)ie plus ultra of absurdity : — 

" Bat then they say your shape, your grace, 
My Leabia'a, mine, BUrpaaaea j 
Oh woe, to live with such a race 

Of buzzarda, owls, and assea ! " — (C, uliji .) 

Lesbia, however, most probably felt her hold on hw ' 
poet to be aulBciently tenable for her taste or purpoM, 
and, wanton-like, ehrank not from treapassing on a 
love which, however sensual, might have been counted 
as stanch for the period. And so she doubtless 
trespassed upon it, and outraged him by some mow 
than common heartlessnesa ; for such must have been 
the provocation for his touching verses to " Lesta» 
False," which open a new phase in the history of tl^'* 
attachment, and discover a depth of pathos and I 

_ the contemplation of eternal aepaiati*^. 

"which in the brief sunshine of her favour he had la™ 
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no scope for developing. The feeling which ia aroused is 
not one o£ pique or retaliation, or any like selfish resort 
of Tengeance : he steels himself, theoretically, against 
the weakness of further dalliance with one so faith- 
leas ; hut his concern is for the most part about her 
faU. from a pedestal whereon his love had set her : — 

" A woman loved, as loved shall be 
No woman e'er by thee i^jain ! " 

Some lingering glances are indeed thrown in the 
direction of past delights, and of " love for love ; " 
hut the burden of his aong is the change it will be to 
her when she realises that 

" Her love for every one 
Has made her to be loved by none." 

There is no consolation to be drawn from a hitter smile 
at this. Catullus aees the course which self-respect 
dictates to him, but cannot keep &am the thought as 
to Leahia — 






How drear thy life will be ! 
WKo'll woo thee now 1 who praise thy charms I 

be all in all to thee. 
And live but in thy loving arms 1 

who will give thee kiss for Idea 1 
Whose lip wilt thou in rapture bite ! 
Int thou, CatuHiw, think of this. 
And apum her in thine own despite." — (C. viii.) 



Fine resolves " to let the wanton t 
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lier part, appears to hare faintly opposed by offhaiid 
professions aud general assurances, 'whick Catullne, 
for the matter of that, waa quite sharp enough to see 
through, " My miatrefis," he imtes in C. Jxs. — 



" My mistTesB snys, there's not a man 
Of all the many that she knows. 
She'd rather wed than nie, not one. 
Though Jove himself were to propose. 

She saya so ; — but what woman says 
To him who fancies he hoa caught her, 

'Tia only fit it should he writ 
In air OF in the running water." 



The laat lino of the first stanza is a commonplace for 
a Eoman jair one's aaaurance of atanchness which, if 
annlyaed, will prove to be a very safe averment. Jove 
the reaiatleaa waa never likely to put her constancy to 
the teat, though Ovid and his brother poets fabled 
otherwise. In their view, as Theodore Martin rematke, 
" the purity waa too sublime for belief which could 
withstand the advances of the sire of gods and men." 
It is something, then, to find our lovelorn poet retain' 
iag enough atn'ngth of mind to meet the lady's oath 
by a counter-commonplace; though it must be owned 
that his good resolutions and steeled heart do not 
count for much, when the next poem in Martin's, 
arrangement exhibits him not only declining, as gener — 
osity might prompt him, to abuse tJie frail one him — 
self, but also disposed to turn a sceptical ear to certairs 
scandals which had been brought to his notice ; — 
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" Could I so madly loTe, and yet 
Profane her name I hold so dear ? 
Pahaw ! you with, any libels let 
Your pot-house gossips cram your ear ! " 

Terhapa to this state of auapense and partial estrange- 
ment may be referable the verses about Lesbia'a tow 
to bum the 'Annala' of Volusiiis, a wretched poet 
whom she bad professed to favour, if Catullus would 
only return to her arms, and cease brandishing hia 
iambic thunderbolts. The crisis at last has come 
when the idol has been shattered ; but the votary 
cannot jet shake off the blind servitude which his 
better judgment repudiates. Aa yet he can comfort 
himself with those faUacioua tokens of mutual love 
which appear in hia ninety-second piece, and which 
may be given, for a change, from Swift's transla- 
tion : — 

" Leshia for ever on nie rails ; 
To talk of mo slie never fails. 

»Now, hang me, hut for all her art 
I Imd that I have gained her heart. 
My proof ia thia, I plainly see 
The cose is just the same with me ; 
I curse her every hour sincerely, 
Tet hang me but I love her dearly ! " 

Unfortunately, the love has vitality and elements of 
eteadfastness only on the one side. Repeated sins 
against it open wide the eyes of Catullus, till ho ia 
forced to own to himself that the sole Unit that is left 
between tbem is rather a pasaion of wild desire than 
the purer and tenderer flame, which burned for her 
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whilet lie believed her true. Here is his confesaion of j 
the new phase of hia love, the love that's merely a 
madness : — 

" So loved has woman never been 
Aj9 thou haat been by me, 
Nor lover yet was ever seen 
So tme as I to tiiee. 

But cruel, cruel Leebia, thou 

Hast by thy falsehood wrought 
Sncli hayoc in m.y bouI, and now 

So madly 'tis distraught, 

'Twould prize thee not, though thou shooldst gwn 

All pure and ohaate as ice ; 
Nor could it cease to love thee, though 

Besmirched with every vice." — (C. biiv.) 

He can now condone the past for the mere bribe of > 
passing favour. He is one moment lifted to ecstasiea 
by the "agreeable surprise" of Lesbia's unexpected 
kindness, and pours out his soul in transports breath- 
ing passionate prayers for a reunion which his secret 
heart seema to whisper has do elements of continuance. 
Wben he sings in C. cix. — 

" So may each year that hurries o'er us find, 

While others change with life's Etill changing hue. 
The ties that bind na now more firmly twined, 
Our hearts as fond, our love as warm and true " — 

the petition is rendered of none effect by the misgiving 
implied in his fond hope that Lesbia's profefiBom 
jnay be sincere. Full soon must the truth have nn- 
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deceived him, for it must have been after, hut not 
long after, this revival of his transient bliss, that, on 
the eve of foreign travel with a view to placing the sea 
between himself and his fickle mJ stress, he commis- 
sioned Fuiius and Aurelius, friends and comrades for 
whom he elsewhere eliowa hia regard, to carry her a 
message of plaintive adieu, which reads like a threnody 
of buried love : — 



' Enjoy thy paramonTa, false girl ! 
Sweep gaily on in pai!sion's wliiil ! 
By scores caressed, but loving none 
Oi b11 the fools by thee undone ; 
Nor give that love a thouglit, which I 
Bo nmsed for thee in days gone by. 
Now by thy guile slain in an hour, 
Evm as some little viilding fimeer, 
That on (Ae meadovfi border blushed, 
Is by the paiaing plotighshare crustied," — (C. xii.) 



^ 



The cnished hope, which is likened to the frail flower 
on the meadow's edge next the furrow (or, as we call 
it, the "adiand"), ia one of the most graceful images 
in the whole of Catullus, and speaks volumes for his 
freshness of fancy, whilst asserting the depth of hia 
passion. After this, there seems to have remained for 
the poet little save pathetic retrospects, which he can 
scarce have hoped would wake remorse. Perhaps it 
was not the way to quicken this, to plead in formd 
pauperis his own deserts and good deeds of happier 
days, nor yet the fell disease which ia wasting him 
away, in the form of a broken heart. In the 76th 
poem, such, however, was one of his last references to 
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the subject, a burden of passionate regrets, whicli are 
mingled with distinct admissions that he knows Les- 
bia to be wholly past reclaiming. The whole tone of 
it bespeaks emancipation and return to a free mind, 
purchased, however, at the cost of an abiding heartache. 
But was it not time ? Would the poet have deserved 
a niche in the temple of fame, could he have still 
dallied with one of whom he could write to Cselius 
Rufus, an old admirer, who had found her out much 
earlier, in terms we can only approach by free traoB- 
lation, as follows 1 — 

" Our Lesbia, Caelius — Lesbia once so bright — 
Lesbia I loved past self, and home, and light. 
And all my friends, — has sunk i' th' mire so low, 
That in its lanes and alleys Rome doth know 
No name so cheap, no fame so held at naught 
By coarse-grained striplings of the basest sort." 

— (C. Iviii) D. 




CiXaULtm BBFOBE AND AFTBB THE WISaiON TO BITHTNIA. 



The fever of Catulliu for Leabia asserts for itself a 
first place in the biography of Catullus ; but the moat 
distinct cbronological lundmark is his mission in the 
suite of Memmius to Bithynia. Yet, before the date 
. of tliftt expedition, and at a very early point of his 
career, — the period of which, in C. Ixviii. 15-19, he 
says, according to Mr Ellis's "Longa and Shorts" — 
" Once, what time white robes of maidiood first did array 

Whiles in jollity life sported a spring holiday, 
Youth ran riot enow ; right well slie knows me, the God- 
She, whose honey delights blend with a bitter annoy," — 

he probably wrote those poems of a more or less scui- 
riloua and unproducible character which betray some 
sort of connection with his earlier and more ephemeral 
loves. Of these, it would seem as if aonie were written 
at Verona and in his native distiict, as they lack, more 
than other poems distinctly later in date, the ntbanity 
which Catullus conld assume upon occasion. Some 
of them are simply reproductions of local gossip and 
A.O.B.S., vol. iii. 



34 



CATULLUa. 



scanda], the piqaaacy of which belonged to the hour. 
One {C. Ixsxii.) is a poetic appeal to a friend, if he 
Talaes his fiieudship, to abstain frnm rivalling him 
in his love — a style of appeal to which the poet has 
ncotuse again and again at an after-date; and the two 
noai considerable are a dialogue between CatoUoB and 
a door, which has no good to tell of its uistreeB ; and 
a more presentable though still atnbiguouB Bkit on i 
stupid husband, who waa clearly a feUow-townaman of 
the poet's, and had made himself a butt by wedding a 
young wife. The point of this poem consists in tie 
colony addressed (which we take to he Verona) having 
had a rickety old bridge, of which the citinena were 
ashamed. Tlie poet takes occasion to make poetical 
capital at the same time out of the popular longing 
for a better structm'e, and the ridicule attaching to 
an ill-assorted union. He bargains for a new bridge 
being inaugurated, by the precipitation of the "old 
log " from the creaky arches of a structure like hiffl- 
eelf. It appears that this bridge had been the scene 
of all the country tosvn's fStei and galas ; and its in- 
adequacy for such work is amusingly compared wift 
the ill-matching of December and May, which is illos- 
trated hard by it. A stave of the version hy Pro- 
fessor Badham of Sydney will furnish so nraoh of * 
taste of this poem as the reader will care to read ;— 

" I should lite from your bridge juct to cant off the loBt 

For the chance that hie rapid descent to the bog 

Might his lethargy jog ; 

And the sloth of his mind. 

Being left there behind, 
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In tlie quagniire should stay, 
As the mule leaves hla slioe iu the glutinous clay." 

(C. JTii.) 

But it is to a period between, this and the journey to 
Bithynia that we refer at least Bome of his livelier 
trifles, ■written to friends, or against foes and rivals ; 
such as tie banter of Flavins, whose bachelor lodgings 
he suspects could tell a tale to explain the lich-dis- 
tilled perfumes filling the room ; the invitation to 
Tibullns to come and diae, and bring with him not 
only his cft^e amie, but also the dinner and wine — 
in fact, all but the unguents. The excuse for this 
qnaint mode of entertaining is one which gives what 
eoloui there is to the theory that the poet's tour 
abroad was to recruit his fortune. He writes — 



W 



' But bring all these you must, I vow, 
If you're to find yourself in clover. 
For your Catullus' purae just now 
"With spiders' weba is miming over." 



This apportionment of a picnic entertainment was 
just the reverse, it seems, of one to which Horace 
(Odes, B. iv. 12) invited a certain ViigU, who was to 
bring the unguent, whilst his host found the wine ; 
bnt Catullus tells us iii this case it was such super- 
lative ungaent — 

" Unjiuent, that the Queen 
Of beauty gave luy lady-love, I ween ; 
So, when in its sweet peri'nme you repose, 
Toull wish that your whole body were a nose." 

-(Caii.) 
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To realise this, we ahould !)ear in mind the ancient 
eateem for chaplets, roae-leavea, and perfumes of all 
kinds at tbe banquet, and the expense to which Roman 
hoata would go to gratify tliia taste. To judge by 
Martial (whom Tbeodore Martin quotes on this pas- I 
BBge), it aometiraea went to the length of the banquet | 
striking the guests as much more a conceni of tlie I 
nose than of the mouth or palate. Perhaps it is no | 
bad thing that we haye gone back to a more uatuinl , 
arrangement. Another glimpse at a dinner or supper 
at which the poet assisted may have belonged to this 
period, and at any rate is amusing and characteristic. It 
ia in a squib upon one Marrucinua Asiuius, apparently 
a brother of Horace's and Virgil's friend, the poet- 
statesman Asinins Pollio, imputing to him a petty 
larceny of which we have heaid in modem boarding- 
houses, and which many know, to their sorrow, is at 
least matched by the modern disregard of meum and 
iuwn in the matter of umbrellas and wraps. It was 
^^_ in jest, of course — but sorry, ill-understood jest, ac- 
^^H cording to Catullus— that this worthy had a knack of 
^^^p purloining his brother guests' napkins whilst at meat; 
^^^ and what made matters worse was, that the coneiwi 
of old brought these napkins with them, and if they 
missed them during the meal, were reduced to 

I convenience which we who don't eat with our 
cannot realise. Catullus hegins by telling this low 
joker that his fun is not such as gentlemen under- 
stand — fun which he ia sure hia refined and wittj 
brother, Pollio, would pay a talent rather than haw 
tacked to the name of any of his kin. But he sddi 
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that the reason why he inaiata on the napkin's restitu- 
tion, on pain of a thorough lampooning, ia this : — 

" 'Tis not for its value I prize it — don't aneer ! 
But as a mtiuento of friends who are dear. 
'Tis one of a set that FabulluB from Spain 
And Veranniua aeut me, a gift from the twain ; 
So the napkins, of course, are as dear to Catullus 
Aa the givers, Veranniua himseK and FahulluB." 

-<C. xiL) 
The names of these two boon companions of our poet, 
by the way, are a alight enpport to the theory of 
" cobweha in the pocket or purse" before alluded to. 
Their easy hvea and pleasant manners and dinnera-out 
at Kome had no doubt rendered it a necessity on their 
parts to get upon Rome prfetor's staff; and bo they 
had been to Spain with Cnteus Calpumius Piso, a com- 
mieaariat officer with preetorian powera, whom collateral 
evidence ahows to have been a selfish and needy volup- 
tuary, whose menage was mean and shabby, and who 
fleeced his suite as well as bis province. It is to the 
first of this pair that Catullus addresses a poem, which 
represents him favourably in tho r6le of friend, and 
from which one gathers an idea of a literary lounger's 
interest in travellers' tales (C. is.) — 

■' Dearest of all, Veranniua ! my friend ! 

Hast thou come back from thy long pilgrimage, 
With brothers twain in sold thy days to spend. 

And by thy heartli-fire cheer thy mother's age ? 
And art thou truly come 1 Oh, welcome news ! 
And I shall see thee safe, and hear once more 
Thy tales of Spain, its tribes, its feats, its views. 
Flow as of old from thy eihaustless store. 
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Anil I shall gaie into tliiue eyea again ! 

And 1 Bgain Hhall fold, thee to m; breast ! 
Oh, you who deem yourselves most blest of in 

Whioh of you all like unto me ia bleat 1 " 



It is hard to conceive a truer or heartier welcome 
home ; tiiit, as a eample of our poet's lighter and 
more satiric vein, should be read alongside of it his 
lines to the two adventurers on their joint return, 
replete with kind inquiries for their pocket-linings. 
Catullus has a suspicion how things have gone : — 

" Your looks are lean, your luggage light ! 
What cheer ) what cheer ? Has all gone right I " 

He goes on to surmise that they have disbursed con- 
siderahly more tban they netted ; and branches off 
into some not unnatural radicalism about the folly of 
" courting noble frionila," and the desirability of put- 
ting no trust in patrons. By this time, he had him- 
self made trial of Mominius^for he does not scruple to 
classify that self-seoking prsetor with the broken reed 
on whom his friends bail depended ; and, in the dose 
of the poem wo quote, he speaks plainly : — 

" Uemmius, by youi scurvy spite, 
You placed me in an evil plight ! 
And you, my friends, for aught I see, 
Have suffered Tcry much like me ; 
Tor knave ss Memmius was, I fear 
That he in Piso had hia peer." — (C. xxviiL) 

There are several unattached pieces of Catullus, 
I ^ich we might assign to a date prior to his Bithyuian 



expedition — to wit, the lines to his Cup-hearer, memor- 
able as his sole express driuking-aong (C. xxvii.), and 
the Mortgage (C. xxvi.) ; the oiie distinct in its rather 
youthful advocacy of neat potations — the other a pos- 
sible reiteration of temporary ioapecuniosity, though, as 
has been said above, this theory must not be pressed too 
far. Anyhow, he was minded to join the proprstor 
Memmioa's train, and swell as his poet for the nonce 
the " little Home " which he gathered round bim in 
the province. He may easily have been light of purse 
ader so long a bondage to Lesbia ; he may well have 
hoped to dissipate liia chagrins by the variety of 
foreign travel ; so to Bithynia went Catullus, with his 
friends, Helvius Cinna, Furins, and Aurelius, in the 
spring of 57 b.o. It has been told already how he 
despatched his parting words to Lesbia by the last- 
named pair. To Bithynia he aped ; and his journey, 
aojonm, and return, supply a landmark, around which 
a tolerable amount of his extant poems may be clus- 
tered. It is not indeed directly that we discover what 
a failure it was in a commercial point of view. By 
pntting two and two together, we collect that he spent 
a year in the proprietor's suite, and then visited, on 
the home route, Poutus, the Propoiitis, Thrace, 
Bhodes, the Cyclades, and the cities of Greece, arriv- 
ing in due course, by way of the Adriatic, and by the 
canal which connected the Adige with the Mincio, at 
his own estate and villa of Rirmio. In one of his 
best-known and sweetest poems he commemorat^B the 
pinnace wherein he performed the voyage; and in 
another, as sweet, his feelings at reaching "home, 



►iO CATULLUS. 

' Bweet home," rendered dearer by bo many months of 
absence. The piece which lete us into the history of 
the stay-ahroad is a lively picture of Eonian gay life, 
and of a matter-of-fact gay lady, the dih-e amis of 
the poet's friend Varus, in whose company CatiiUns 
found it difficult to maintain a wise reserve as to 
' tlie extent of his shifts and ill-luck in the £ithyiiiBii 

I venture. She, like every one else, was agog to know 
bow it had succeeded : — 



" Ib gold BO rife there as they Ray ; 
And how much did you pocket, eh !" 

The poet at first was pretty explicit : — 

" Neither I, 
Nor yet the praetor, nor his suite, 
Had in that proTince luck to meet 
With anything that, do our best. 
Could add one feather to our nest. 
Our chances, too, were much decreased, 
The pnetor being auoh a beast, 
And caring not one doit, not he, 
For any of his company."' 



^^^^ of Seis 



Thinking this admission enough, Catullus would i^^ 
have turned the subject before the lady discovered tb* 
litter barrenncsa of his return. But this was not 1*'' 
idea. Had he not brought home "a litter and bearers 
Every one knew they grew in Eithynia. The pC*^ 
poet tried to make believe that he had ; and her n0^ 
ask the loan of them to go to the shri*** 
of Serapia. What was he to do, when he had not bt'* 
even oDe brawny knave to carry his truckle 



trucki'^ 
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bed ? He backs out of it witb the lame excuae that 
the bearers are acareely liia to letnl, being Caius Cinna's 
pTirchaBe, though what waa Cinna'a waa his friend's 
also ; but, ends the poet, driven into a corner — 

»"But, madam, suffer me to state, 
You're plaguily importunate, 
To press one eo extremely hard, 
He camiot speak but by the card." — (C. si.) 
Not much evidence, it may he said, of the fruits, or want 
of froit, of a year in the provinces. At any rate, there 
is proof that a second spring found the poet on the 
wing, rejoicing to be homeward bound. He ia going 
to see all be can of famous cities by the way; and it 
does not seem as if he had persuaded any of his com- 
rades to bear bim company, though it has been sur- 
mised without much proof that his brother was of the 
nnmber. Perhaps they had fared even worse, and 
could ill afford to pay their share of the expenses of 
the home route. The "Farewell to Eithynia" ia so &esh 
and tender, and its last lines breathe a misgiving so 
soon to be realised, if the theory to which we alluded 
about his brother be true, that they deserve quota- 
tion : — 

"A balmy warmth comes wafted o'er tlie seaa; 

The savage howl of wintry tempests drear 

In the sweet whispers of the western breeze 

Has died away ; — the spring, the spring is here ! 

Now quit, Catullus, quit the Phrygian plain, 
Where days of sweltering aunBhine soon shall ci 

Nicffia's fields with wealth of golden grain. 
And fly to Asia's cities of renown. 



^ 
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Already through each nerve a flutter runs 

Of eager hope, that longs to be away ; 
Already, 'neath the light of other suns. 

My feet, new-winged for travel, yearu to stray. 

And you, ye band of comrades tried and true, 
Who aide hy aide went forth from home, farewell ! 

How far apart the paths shall carry you 
Back to your native shore — ah, who can tell!" 

-<C. xlvL) 

What a Buggeative thought for the broaking-up of 
year's daUy familiar intercourse, with the jests, coi 
fabulationa, lounges, tiffs, confidences, to which it hst 
given rise I Once interrupted, will this conclave ever 
reassemble in its integrity ) Of those that meet, how 
many will retain their like-mindedness 1 how few will 
not have " suffered a sea change " that has made them 
other than they ivew in heart, tone, and affections ) Tb 
two, we know, of this company, Furius and Aurelius, 
our poet wrote a rather savage retort in later years for 
a strong expression npon the freedom alid licence 
of his life and verses ; and whUat he attempted the 
lame defence of an unchaste Muse on the score of 
a decent life (as to which he had much better, we 
suspect, have said little or nothing), indignantly 
objected to the criticism of his moral character by a 
couple of roues sunk as low in profligate living as he 
hints they are. To tell the truth, the poet's mode of 
life at all times must have been such as to render it 
the only feasible course for him to fall back upon 
lame and impotent tu quoque. But he may have been 
in no mood for their old jokes and innuendoa, however 
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familiar aa edge-tools to his earlier nature, v/hoa this 
Bame change of scene had hrought him face to face 
with personal ill-health and with a heloved brother's 
death. We cannot exactly time this last event, which 
took place in the Troad ; or it might seem, as though, 
in the last passage quoted, our poet had been endowed 
with a spirit of prophecy. Certain it is that the 
premature loss of him — 

" Wiom now, far, far away, not laid to rest 
Amid familiar toniba with kindred dust. 
Fell Troy detains, Troy impious and imbleflt, 
'Neath its unlittllowed plain ignobly tbruat " 

— (C. IxTiii. S7-100) 

wrought a distinct change of tone in. the effusions of 
Catullus, thenceforth more directed towards the at- 
traction of friendly sympathy than the youthful and 
hot-headed concoction of scurrilous and ofTensive 1am- 
poona. "With a vi^ely-ascertained chronology, it is 
not easy to prove this by examples ; but it is con- 
sistent with a tender and affectionate nature that such 
a change should have supervened, though it cannot 
he maintained that there were no recurrences to the 
earlier and more pungent vein. One or two glimpses 
of Catullus as a master, and in his simpler and more 
domestic relations, will fitly end the present chapter, 
, and give a meet conclusion to the Eithynian voyage. 
What pleaaanter pride of ownership ever found its 
Tent in song than our poet's dedication of his pinnace 
a^r it had done its work, and conveyed him home 
into the Lago di Garda 1 — 
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" Yon pinnace, frienda, now hauled aahore, 
Bua»ts tbat for speed none ever more 
Excelled, or 'gainst her could avail 
In race of oara, or eke with Bail. 
This, she avers, nor Adtia'a bay 
Nor Cyclad isles will dare gainsay — 
Fierce Thrace, or Bhodes of ample fame, 
Or Pontus with ill-omened name ; 
Where wiiilom it, a pinnace now, 
Was a maned tree on mountain-hrow : 
Yea, from its mane on tall Cytorua 
Soft nmsic sighed in hreeze sonorouB. 
Whose hox-clad heights, Amaatris too, 
Avooch thia origin as true ; 
And witness what my pinnace vows, 
It first saw light on yonder brows — 
First dipt its oars in neighbouring aun. 
And then through wild waves carried me, 
Ita master, in its stanch, smart craft, 
Breeze foul or fair, or wind right aft. 
No calls to gods of sea or shore 
She lifted ; and, the voyage o'er, 
From, farthest tracbi of brine, to rest, 
Came to our smooth lake's placid breast 
'Tis over now. Her mission, done. 
Here she enjoys a rest well won, 
An il dedicates her timbers here 
To Castor and to Castor's peer." — (D.) 

The iascination of the piece, of which this is % tiffi- 
Bcript, has been so widely felt, tbat it has yieldtd 
itself to dozens of clever and graceful parodies afii 
imitations at various times. One of the most recent 
little volume of ' Lays from Latin Ljiea,' 
recently pnhlished at Oxford, where the pumace » 



appears as an Oxford racing-boat, dear to ita own 
college for victories innamemble over such rivals aa 

" Brasenose of lioating fame, 
Or Exeter with cidmaoa oar, 
Or Balliol men from Scotia's shore." 



But the intrinsiu charm of tlie original c 
foud ownership which hreathes in it ; and the same is 
the case with the poet's address to Sirmio, his marino 
estate, on his return from hia voyage ia it, which we 
give in the version of Professor Eobinaon Ellis : — 



What joy h 



el tfl 



Neptune holila, a. twofold power : 
see tbce ! and to gaze, what glee ! 



Scarce yet believing Tliyiiia past, the fair champaign 
Bithynian, yet in safety thee to greet once more. 
From cares no more to part us — where is any joy like 
this? 

JFAejt drops Ike emil her fardel, as (fc« travel-tired, 

World - vjeary vxmtSTer touehea home, retuna, sinks 

dovm 
Tv, joy to sluTitb^ on the bed desired so long — 

This meed, this only, counta for e'en an age of toil. 



pi 



take a welcome, lovely Sirmio, thy lord's, 
^nd greet him happy; greet him all the Lydian 

Laugh out whatever laughter at the hearth rings 



Mr EUia'a expression for the liist line of the Latin sets 
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at rest a claim of varioua competitore, and realises the 
gist of tlie verse, though the metre is very hard to ac- 
custom one's self to. WithoutadoptingLandor'semen- 
datiouB, we may quote his illustrfttion of the concluding 
verses of this piece : "Catullua here calls on Sirmio lo 
rejoice in his return, and invites the waves of the lake 
to laugh. "Whoever lias seen this beautiful expanse of 
water, under its bright aun and gentle breezes, will 
underataud the poet's expression — he will have seen 
the winds dance and laugh." The critic, however, 
based an emendation of " Ludire " for " Lydite," " dan- 
cing " for " Lydian," on his bit of criticism. In another 
poem (C. xliv.) of a humorous character, we see the 
same kindlier side of the poet's nature, in liis affection 
for his Sabine and Tihurtine farm. The lucals of 
this was one appreciated by Horace, and a retreat 
which Catullua must have thought himself lucky in 
having at command. Ho playfully hints that his 
friends will best please him if they duh it TibuTtiJin, 
though there was no doubt that its precise site, tin 
banks of the Anio, made it an open question to which 
district it should be tacked ; and he pays it a tribute 
of gratitude for enohUng him to shake off a pestilential 
catarrh, which appears to have had its beginning in 
that seat of all evils, the stomach, A desire of epicu- 
rean experiences and of a dinner with a certain Seatius, 
who united the reputation of a brilliant host with that 
of a dull orator, had led the ovil genius of Catullus to 
a banquet, where he was bored to death by the recital 
of his entertainer's oration against one Caiua Antius; 
and this proved a penance so grievoua that the p<wt 
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humorously declares it gave him an ague. He fell 
a-coughing incontinently, and there was nothing for 
it, he adds — 

" Until I fled, 
And cured within thy cosy livea^t 
MysiJf with nettle-juice end rest." 

In the same playful vein, Catullus records his thanks 
to the nurse who has hrought him round again — hia 
fiirm personified-— for letting Lim oiT so lightly for a 
temporary fickleness ; and makes a facetious promise 
that if ever again he lets the love of good living entice 
him into such a purgatory, he'll invoke these shivers 
and thia hacking cough — not on hiraself, oh dear no ! — ■ 
but on the ill-advised host who only invites his friends 
when he wants to air his lungs and speeches. 

Here, it will be said, crops out, amidst strong home 
instincts, the old and strong leaven of satire and 1am- 
' pooning. But if we tiirn to the crowning grief of the 
life of Catullus, it will be seen how severe and absorb- 
ing is his tender grief. Here is the outpouring of Lis 
heart at the grave in the Troad :- — 

" In pious duty, over lands and seas. 
Come I, dear brother, to thine eiaequies ; 
Bent nn such, gifts as love in death doth pay, 
Fraught with last words to cheer thee on thy way; 
In vain. For fate hath torn thee from my side, 
Brother, unmeet so early to have died. 
Tet, oh ! such offerings as aneestral use 
Assigns the tomb, may haply find excuse : 
Tea, take these gifti fraternal tears bedew, 
And take, oh take, my loving, last adieu ! " 

-(C. ci) D, 
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But with affectionate natures like that of Catullus, the 
memory ia not sUenced by the barrier which dividei 
the yearning spirit from its kind. The last adieu is > 
figure of speech wliich a thousand reminiscences falsify. 
The forlorn brother triea to solace himself with tender 
alluaions to his hereayement whenever he is sending s 
missive to some congenial sjiirit, or inditing epiatlaa 
of sympathy to a patron in kindred sorrow. What 
can be sweeter than his lines to Hortalua which 
accompanied the translation of his Alexandrian model, 
Callimachua's poem on "Berenice's Hair," to which wb 
shall have to refer again ; or his allusion to the some 
loss in the elegiacs to Manlius, when he undertook the 
difBcult task of consoling with an elegy one whom he 
gifted erewhile with the most glowing of epithalamis! 
There is one allusion also to the same topic in the 
verses to M. Acilius Glahrio, breathing the same fuml« 
sense of desolation, and deploring the destiny that 
ordains their ashes to lie beneath the soils of different 
continents. It may suffice to cite Thegdore Martin's 
version of the allusion, in the lines to Hortalns, to 
the brother so soundly sleeping by the Rbietean ahore 
in Trojan earth : — 

" Oh ! is thy voice for ever hushed and still J 

O brother, dearer far than life, shall I 
Behold thee never) But in sooth I will 

For ever love thee, as in days gone by; 

And ever through ni.y songs shall ring a cry 
Sad with thy deatli — sod as in thickest shade 

Of intertangled boughs the melody, 
Which by the woful Daulian bird is made. 
Sobbing for Itjs dead her wail tbroi^h all the ^ade." 
—{a to.) 
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In the like allusion of the poem to Manlius we are 
told further that the brother's death has had the effect 
of turning mirth to gloom, taking light and sun from 
the dwelling, and robbing home of the charm of mu- 
tual studies and fraternal unity. Even in modem 
times, a recent poet of the second rank is perhaps best 
remembered by his touching lyrics on " My Brother's 
Grave," and may have got the first breath of inspira- 
tion from the Eoman poet, who, as he tells us in the 
67th poem, retired for self-converse and the society of 
his despair to the rural retreats of Verona. Perhaps 
in such isolation it is well to be broken in upon; 
perhaps it is the sense that comes upon one, after a 
course of enforced loneliness, that one's books, treasures, 
haunts (as with Catullus) are in town, that makes the 
mourner see the folly of unavailing sorrow, and strive 
to shake it off, though, in his case, with too little 
health for achieving his task successfully. 
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AUOBTO HEN OP LITERATURIL 



THonQH 'WB have just seen Catullus bidding fair to 
sink into despondency, there is no reason to auppose 
that this state of spirits at once, or ever entirely, shnt 
out gayer moods upon occasion, much less that it pnl 
an end to social intercourse with those literary com- 
peers of whom in his brief life the poet had no lack. 
When at Rome he contrived to amuse himself hy no 
means tristely, if we may accept the witness of one n 
two lively pieces that seem to belong to the period 
after the Bithynian campaign, and to the closing yean 
of his career. One stray piece — "To Cameriua"(C, Uv.) 
— gives a little hint of the company he kept, and tlia 
manner in which hia days were frittered away, even 
when a cloud had overshadowed his life. It is » 
playful rallying of an associate of lighter vein upon 
the nature of his engagements and rendezvous, and 
affords a glimpse of Eoman topography not M 
common in Catullus as could have been wished. 
Wishing to track hia friend to his haunts, the poet 
says he sought him in the Campus Minor, which 
would eeem to have been a distinct division of tlie 
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Campus Martius, in the 136011 of tha Tiber to the 
nortli of the Circus Flaminius, and to have ropre- 
Bented a fauiiliar portion of the great Boman park 
and race -course. In the Circus, also, and in the 
book-shops, in the hallowed Temple of Capitoline 
Jupiter at no great distance from the same public 
resort, as well as in the Promenade and Portico of 
Poinpey the Great, lying to the south of the Campus 
Martius, and attached to the Theatre of Poinpey built 
by Lim in his second consulship B.C. 55 (and so now 
in the height of fashion and novelty), Catullus has 
Honght his friend, but can nowhere get an inkling of 
him. But for the mention of the book-stalis, we might 
have passed by the whereabouts of Camerius, as the 
nature of the poet's inquiries implies that the truant 
was pleasantly engaged in a congenial flirtation, which 
he had the good aeuse to keep to himself. The sequel, 
however, of the verses of Catullus goes to prove that 
he was himself alive to the same amusements as hia 
friend, and would have been well pleased to have been 
of hia company. The grievance was that the search, 
proved fruitless. His Alexandrian myth -lore fur- 
nishes him half-a-dozen standards of fleetness to 
which he professes to have attained — Talus, Ladas, 
Perseus, Pegasus, and the steeds of Khesus — and yet 
he has not overtaken Camerius, but had to chew the 
cud of his disappointment, besides being tired and 
footsore. 

Bat it would be a mistake to argue syetemBtic 
frivolity from casual glimpses of days wasted, upon a 
lively poet's own showing. On the other side of the 
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^^^M scale may be counted the names of learned and witty 
^^^H contemporaries — known like himself to fame — vith 
^^^H whom Catullus was in familiar intercouree. Foie- 
^^^H most perhaps we should set Cornelius Nepoa and 
^^^H Cicero : the former, because to him Catullus dedicates 
^^^1 his collected volume ; the latter, for the very compli- 
^^^H mentaiy terms in which he rates the chief of orators, 
^^^H albeit the sorriest of poets. Lest there should be any 
^^^H doubt in the face of internal evidence as to the iden- 
^^^H tity of Corneliua with him of the surname familiar to 
^^^H schoolboys, it may be noted that this is set at rest by 
^^^H A later poet, Ausonius ; but the verses of dedication 
^^^F evince a lively interest In the historian and biographer, 
I whose ' Epitome of Universal History ' has not enr- 

vived the wreck of ages, whilst the lives which we 

I read, with the exception of that of Atticns, are simply 
an epitome of the work of Nepos. The gracefully- 
turned compliment of the poet, however, will shoV 
the store he sets by his friend's literary labours and 
erudition — and it is beat represented by Theodore 
Martin: — 



" My little volume is complete, 
Freeh pJimice-poluked, and as neat 

As book need wish to be ; 
And now, what patron shall I choose 
For these gay salljea of my Mnse ? 
Cornelius, whom but thee ) 

For though tliey are but fiiflea, thou 
Some value ilidat to them allow. 
And that from thee is fame. 
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Who daredet in thy tliree volumes' upace, 
Alone of all Italians, trace 
Our history aud name. 

Great Jove ! what lore, what lahour tliere ! 
Then take this little hook, whate'er 

Of good or had it atore ] 
And grant, oh guardian Muse, that it 
May keep the flavour of ita wit 

The reference to the poliali of the pumice-stone in 
the first verse may be simply metaphorical, and de- 
signed to express the general neatness of the work as 
poetry; hut this sense must not be pressed too far, 
when we remember the enhancement of an author's 
affeetioo for his own productions, which consists in 
their neat turning out and getting up. The ancient 
parchments underwent no small amount of pumice- 
polishing on the inside for the purpose of taking the 
ink, and on the outside, with the addition of colour, 
for a finish. Our poet might indulge in a reasonable 
complacency when he sent a presentation copy to Cor- 
nelias Nepos, which externally and internally laid 
equal claim to neatness. It vras not so always, as we 
find him telling his friend Varus, in reference to the 
poetaster Sufi'enus, who had a knack of rattling off 
any number of verses, and then, without laying them 
by for correction and revision, launching them upon 
the public in the smartest and gayest of oovera. Of 
this scribbler's mania he writes^ 



^ 



Ten thousand lines and more, I n 
He keeps fair-copied — scribbled n 
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On palimpsest — bat ripe for Tiew; 
Red Eiringa, apnice covers, paper new 
And superfine, with parchment lined. 
And by the piimice-ptone refined." 

— (C. ixii) D. 

Wliatever may have heen Catullus's weakness, he at 
least would have turned out verses that did not da- 
pend for acceptance on their cover. To hia intimacy 
with Marcus Tulliua Cicero, despite the hindrances 
which it might have Ijeea supposed to risk ou the 
supposition that Lesbia was Clodia, Catullus has left 
• distinct witness in the brief hut pointed epigram ; — 

" Most eloquent cf all the Eoman race 

That is, hath been, or shall he afterword, 
To thee CatuUua tenders highest grace. 
Sorriest of poets in his own regard ; 
Yea, sorriest of poets, aye, and worst, 
Aa Tully ia of all oor pleaders first" 

— <C. ilLt.) D. 

Bat among the intimates of our poet was another 
pleader, who, if second to Cicero in the forum, was 
more than his match in the field which Catullus 
adorned — Lieinius Calvua Macer. That he held high 
i-ank as an orator is beyond a doubt : he baa somfl 
claims to be the annalist of that name much quoted 

I and referred to by Livy: he has the credit with Ovid 
and contem])orary poets of a neck-and-neck place in 
poetry with Catullus, though nothing njmaina to test 
the Boimdness of the critical comparison. Both wrota 
apigrama ; of both Ovid sings in hia dii^ over Tibnl- 
lua that if there ia any after-world, learned Catnllus, 



with his youthful temples wreathed in ivy, will meet 
him there, in the company of Calvna. All that we 
read of the latter is in iiia favour, ivith the exception, 
perhaps, of the scurrilous lampoons on Cfesar and his 
satellites, in which, as elsewhere, he emulated his 
brother poet. Lite him, his career was brief, for he 
died of over-training and discipline in his thirty-fifth 
year, hia famous speech against Vatinius having been 
delivered in hia twenty-seventh, and having been his 
first forensic effort It was apropos of that speech 
that Catullus made the following jeu d'esprlt, with an 
aUufiion to his friend's union of vehement action with 
a person and stature small almost to dwarfishness : — 

" When in that wondrous speech of his, 
My Calvus had denounced 
Vatinius, and his infamies 
Most mercilesaly trounced — 

A voice the buzz of plaudits clove — 

My sides I nearly aplit 
With laughter, as it cried, ' By Jove ! 

An. eloquent tom-tit ! ' " — (C. liii.) 

As is not uncommon with men of like stature, vehe- 
mence of gesticulation made iip for insignificance of 
height and physique; and that Vatinius had reason to 
feel this, is gleaned from Seneca's tradition, that when 
he found how tolling was its impression on his tribunal, 
he exclaimed, " Am I, then, judges, to be condemned 
simply because yon pleader is eloquent 1" We have, 
however, m.nro concern with hini as a poet. The first 
piece of Catullus in which we are introdaced to him 
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might meetly bB headed " Eetaliation ; " for in it out 
poet bitterly upbraids CalTUB for inflicting upon him 
a morning's work that, but for their ancient \avf, 
might provoke more lasting hatred than his speech 
drew from Vatinius. He had eent him, it seems, a 
*' horrible and deadly volume " of eoiry poetry, a 
" rascally rabble of malignanta " — the latest novelty 
from the school of Sulla the grammarian ; for no other 
object than to kill him at the convenient season of 
the Saturnalia with a grim playfulness, which the poel 
vows shall not go unrequited ; — 

" Come but to-morrow's dawn, I'll surely hie 
To stall and book'shop, and the trash I buy, 
With sums on Cieaiiia and Sufienus spent, 
Mischievous wag, shall work thy punishment" 
-D. 

At other times the intercourae between the friends was 
not so disappointing. Seemingly at Calvus's honse 
the two friends met one evening to enjoy the feast of 
reason and the flow of soul, and the effects of auch 
nnmist enjoyment overset the poet's fine-wrougbt 
brain-tissues ; — 

" How pleasantly, Lieinius, went 
The hours which yesterday we spent, 
Engaged as men like us befits 
In keen encounter of our wits i 
My tablets atUI the records bear 
Of all the good things jotted there ; 
The wit, the repartee tiat flew 
From you to me, from me to you : 
The gay bright verse that seemed to shine 
More sparkling than the sparkling y, 



The end of it was, however, that Catullus eoald not 
" sleep for thinking on't " when he reached home, and 
was all agog to be up at dawn, and to challenge a re- 
newal of the pleasant word-fence ; but misuaed nature 
resented the liberties our poet thought to take with it. 
His limbs were bo tired with a sleepless night, that he 
was fain, at dawn of day, to stick to his couch; and 
from thence to fire off a' lively poem of remembrance 
to his comrade of the night before, the burden of 
which is to warn him against offering any impediment 
to a speedy and equally pleasant reunion, lest haply 
Nemesis should exact the like penalties from him who 
has hitherto come off acot-iree. One other notice of 
Calvua is demanded by a sense of our poet's higher 
and tenderer vein of poesy. It seems that at the 
age of twenty-eight Calvus lost his beloved mistress 
QuinctUia — a theme for tearful elegies, of the beauty 
of which neither Propertiua nor Ovid were insensible, 
whilst it secured a tender echo in Catullus, whose 
heart was prepared for reciprocity by a community 
of snffering: — 

" If, Calvus, feeling lingers in the tomb, 

And shades are touched by sense of mortal tears. 
Mourning in fresh, regreta love's vanished bloom, 
Weeping the dear delights of vanished years ; 

Then might her early fate with hghter grief 
Thy lost Qninotilia's gentle spirit fill, 

To cheriEh, where she bides, the assured belief 
That she is nearest, dearest to thee still." 

-(C. xovi.) D. 
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Besides these distinguislied names, others almost as 
■well known might lie enumerated among the more 
worthy associates of Catullus ; for instance, Asinius 
PoUio, the friend of Virgil and Horace, the scholar, 
poet, and public man, to whose refinement and taate 
ho testifies in Poem xii. {"To Mairucinua Aainins"); 
Varus, whose other name was more prohably Quin- 
tilius than Alphenus, and who will then be the ac- 
complished scholar and soldier from CatuUus's own 
neighbourhood, Cremona, to whose memory Hoism 
pays such a touching tribute ;* and Helvidius Cimia, 
the poet who at CoMar'e funeral was killed by the 
rabble in mistake for his namesake Cornelius Cinnn, 
and of whom we get a notice in Shakespeare's 
" Julius Ciesar," and in Plutarch. His famotis 
work was a probably epic poem named "Smyma," 
of which only a couple of Terses are extant ; but 
if we may accept Catnllus's friendly judgment, the 
example of Ciana in taking nine years to elaborata 
bis epic, was one that other poets might with advan- 
tage follow ; and a favourable tradition of him haa 
clung to the grammiirian. He is mentioned above 
in the poem about a visit to Varus's mistress, apropos 
of the sedan from Eithynia ; and in Poem xcv, there 
ia some hght afforded to the elaborate character 
of his great work. It is given in Mr Robinson 
egiacs, more for their exactness than their 




" Nine tiinea winter hud end, nine times flushed sutmnet 

in harvest, 
Ere to the world gave forth Cinaa the lahonr of years— 
' Smyrna ; ' but in one month Eortensius hnndiud on 

hundred 
Verses, on unripe birth feeble, of hurry begot." 

Our poet goe3 on, in verses somewhat defective and 
corrupt, to say that Cinna's masterpiece will be 
studied by ages yet unborn, whereas the annala of 
Volusius — the scribbler of whom the 3fith poem 
written for Lesbia records CatuUus's opinion- — may 
expect one inevitable destiny^ — to be used as wrappers 
for mackerel and other cheap fish. It is but fair to 
add that Virgil passingly alludes to the poetry of 
Cinna as meritorious.* 

There remain one or two other contemporaries of 
kindred vein of whom we know only the names, and 
what Catullus has written on them. Such are Casciliua 
and Comificina, to whom are addressed his 35th and 
38th poems. The former, as is gathered from the 
first of these, dwelt, or had a villa, near the town and 
lake of Como — 

" Whose fair pellucid waters break 
In many a dimpling smile " — 

and this Catullus exhorted him to quit upon a yisit | 
to himself at Verona, not, however, without shrewd 1 
misgivings that there was a charming cause for hia I 



L 



60 CATULLUS. 

ruetication and retirement. Crocilius is engaged an 
a poem "To the Mighty Mother, Cjbele," and haa 
excited his mistress's curiosity and interest by re- 
cital of the completed half of it. She will not let 
him go till she has heard the rest Catullus's 
opinion of her good taste is expressed in the conclud- 
ing stanza ; — 



" Thy passion I can well excuse, 
Fair maid, in whom the Sapphic Moee 

Speaks with a richer tongue ; 
For no unworthy strains are his, 
And nobly by Caaciliua is 

The Mighty Mother sung." 



^ 



Of Comificiua as little is known aa of Cfecilins. Hb 
would seem to have been one of the fair-wealhfi 
friends who hang aloof when Bictneas and Ming 
health yearn for the kindly atteution and affectioosU 
souvenir. The little poem addressed to him beaO 
evidence of the poet's decline. He ia succumbing W 
the loss of his brother supervening on the laceration 
of bis heart by the unfeeling Leebia. This may w™ 
have been the last of his many strains — certainly 016 
of the most touching and plaintive ; and of the tw* 
lations, we know none that does it justice bat Theo- 
dore Martin's : — ■ 

" Ah, ComiliciQS ! ill at ease 
Is thy CfttTillua' breast ; 
Each day, each hour that passes, sees 
Him more and more depressed. 
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And yet no word of comfort, no 

Kind thought, however slight. 
Comes from thy hand. Ah ! is it so 

That you my love requite ? 

One little lay to lull my fears, 

To give my spirit ease — 
Ay, though 'twere sadder than the tears 

Of sad Simonides," 



CHAPTER T. ' 



^^H Bpiie witl 
^^^h conclusioi 



Cattillcs haa been preaented np to this point rathfr 
aa the writer of passionate love-Tersos to Leabia, ot 
vers de aociiie to liis frieiida, literary or light, aa tie 
caae might be. There are yet two otber and distinct 
aspects of his Muse. That which he borrowed fnn 
the Alexandrian eehool of poetry will demand the 
fall consideration of another chapter ; but ia &^ 
present it will aufGce to give aonie account of his 
famoiia epithalamia, the models of like composition 
for all time, and the loci dassici of the cerenjonJal of 
Eoman marriagea, aa well as exquisite picturea of th' 
realisation of mutual affection. It has been seen ho' 
fully, notwithstanding his own blighted hopes, Catll^ 
!u3 was able to conceive the life-bond between his 
friend Calvua and his helpmeet Quiiictilia. A longW 
and more lively picture presenta the ecstasy of Acme 
and Septimius in lines and words that seem to bun- 
The two doting lovers plight vows, and compart 
omens, and interchange embraces and kisses that iH' 
spire with passion the poet's hendecasyllablos. TbB 
conclusion of the pieee is all we can quot«, and ta 
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given, from a translation by the autLor of ' Loma 
Doone,' tut it may serve to siow that Catullns was 
capable of picturing and conceiving the amount of 
devotion which his nuptial songs connect with happy 
and like-minded unions : — 



I 



" Starting from sucli omen's clietr, 
Hand in hand on love's career, 
Heart to heart is true and dear. 
Dotingly Septimius fond 
Prizes Acme far beyond 

All the realms of east aad west — 
Acme to Septimius true. 
Keeps for him his only due, 

Pet delights and loving jest. 
"Who hath known a happier pair, 
Or a honeymoon so fair ? " 



lage from the rest of the poem cannot pass un- 
noticed — that of Acme bending hack her head in 
Septimiua's embrace, to kiss with rosy mouth what 
Mr Blackmore translates "eyes with passion's wine 
opptest ; " but the whole piece deserves to the ftdl 
the unstinted praise it has met with from critics and 
copyists. 

The Epithaliimiuin of Julia and Manlius, however, 
ia a poem of more considerable propostiona; and at | 
the same time that it teems with poetic beauties, 
handles its subject with such skill and ritual know- 
ledge aa to supply a correct programme of the marriage 
ceremonial amon^ the Eomans. Strictly speaking, it 
is not so much a nuptial ode or hymn in the sense 
in which the playmates of Helen eeienade her in 
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TheoerituB, 33 a series of pictuiea of tho bridal pro- 
cession and rites, from end to end. The subjects of 
this poem were a scion of the ancient patrician hoase 
of the Torquati, Lucius Manliiia Torquatus, a great 
friend and patron of our poet, and Vinia, or Julia 
Auriincdeia, one of whose two names seams to have 
been adoptive, and as to whom the poet's silence seems 
to imply that her bridegroom's rank was enough to 
dignify both. It was not so long afterwards that 
m^nlius sought our poet's assistance 01 solace in the 
shape of an elegy (see Poem Ixviii.) on her untimely 
death; but in the present instance his services are taxed 
to do honour to her wedding ; and it may he interesting 
to accompany him through the dioramic description 
which hia stanzas illustrate. The poem opens with an 
invocation to Hymen, child of Urania, dwelling in his 
mother's Helicon, bidding him wreathe his brows with 
sweet marjoram or amaracus, fling round him a flame- 
coloured scarf, and bind safFcoa sandals to his feet, in 
token of going forth upon his proper function, and 
errand. Other accompaniments of his progress are- 
to be song, and dance, and pine-torch, — each of thenL 
appropriate in the evening fetching-home of the brid^ 
&om her father's house ; and his interest is bespokeik- 
in one who is fair, favoured, and fascinating as Ida's 
queen, when sho condescended to the judgment of 
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" As the fragrant myrtle, found 
Flourishing on Asian ground. 
Thick with blossoms overspread. 
By the Hamadryads fed, 
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It ia this paragon, proceeda the ode, for whose sweet 
sake the god ia besought to leave awhile his native 
grottos and pools, and lond his aid in binding soul 
to soul to hei husband — yea, closer than clasping ivy 
twines meshy tendrils round its naked elm. To wel- 
come her too, as well oa to invite Hymenaeus to hia 
wonted office with the readier alacrity, are bidden the 
blameless maidens of the hrido'a train, with a seriea of 
iuducementa adapted to bespeak their sympathy — hia 
interest in happy nuptials, his blessing so esaential to 
the transfer of the maiden from one home and name 
to another, hia influence on the prospects of an 
honoured progeny ; and strong language is used, in vv. 
71-75, of such nations as ignore the rites and ordinances 
of marriage. 

And now the bride is bidden to come forth. The 
day is waning ; the torch-flakes flicker bright in the 
gloaming ; there is no time for tears of maidenly 
reluctance ; the hour ia at hand : — 

" Diy up thy teara 1 For well I trow, 
H iL No woman lovelier than thou, 

^■^^B Aanincaleia, shall behold 

^^^^H The day all panoplied in gold, 

^^^^H And rosy light uplift his head ^^ 

^^^^V Above the slmniiiering ocean's bed ! ^^^^H 

^^^^B Aa in some rich men's garden-plot, ^^^^H 

^^^^P With flowers of every hue inwrought, ^^H 

^^^^H Stands peerless forth, with drooping brow, ^M 

^^^^K The hyacinth, so Blandest thou ! H 

^^^^^CB.a,, vol. iii. ^1 



66 OATULLUa. 1 

Comej bride, come forth ! No more delay ! 

The day is hiurying fast away I " 
Then follow encouiagemeiits to the bride to take 
the decisive step over the threshold, in the shapa 
of subiitautiiil guaraatees of her hridegioom'e loyalty; 
and of course the elm and the ivy ate pressed, for 
not the firet time, into such service. More novel, 
save that the test of Catullus is here so corrupt 
that commentators have been left to patch it as they 
best may for coherence, is the stanza to the bridal 
couch. All that Catullus has been allowed by tha 
manuscripts to tell us is that its feet were of ivoiy, 
which ia very appropriate ; but if the reader's mind 
is enlisted in the question of upholstery, it may !» 
interested to know that collateral information enables 
one critic to surmise that the hangings were of ail- 
vet-purple, and the timbers of the bedstead from 
Tnflian forcsts. Eut anon come the boys with the 
torches. Here is the veil or scarf of flame-colonr, 
or deep brilliant yellow, capacious enough, as wa 
learn, to shroud the bride from head to foot, worn 
over the head during the ceremony, and retained so 
till she was unveiled by her husband. Coiucidently 
the link-bearers are chanting the hymenaBal song, and 
at intervals, especially near the bridegroom's door, the 
rude Fesceunine banter is repeated ; whilst the bride- 
groom, according to custom, flings nuts to the lads in 
attendance, much as at a Greek marriage it was custo- 
mary to fling showers of sweetmeats. The so-called 
Fescennine jests were doubtless as broad as the occa- 
sion would suggest to a lively and Joke-loving nation ; 



and another part of the ceremonial at this point, ae it 
would seem from CatuUua, though some have argued 
that it belonged rather to the mamage-feast, was the 
popular song " Talassius " or " Talassio," aaid to have 
had its origin in an incident of the "Eape of the 
Sabine Women," Catullus represents the choruses at 
this point aa instilling into the bride by the way all 
manner of good advice as to wifely duty and obedience, 
and auguring for her, if she takes their advice, a sure 
rule in the home which she goes to ehaie. If she has 
tact, it will own her sway — 

" Till hoary age shall steal on thee, 
With loitering step and trembling knee, 
And palsied head, that, ever beat, 
To all, in all things, noda assent," 

In other words, a hint is given her that, though the 
bridegroom be the head of the house, she will he het- 
eelf to blame if she be not the neck. 

As the poem proceeds, another interesting cere- 
monial, which is attested by collateral information, is 
set graphically before the reader. Traditionally con- 
nected with the same legend of the carrying off of 
the Sabine women, but most probably arising out of 
a eautiouB avoidance of evil omens through a chance 
stumble on the threshold, was a custom that on teach- 
ing the bridegroom's door, the posts of which were 
wreathed in flowers and anointed with oil for her 
reception, the bride should be carried over the step by 
the pronuH — attendants or friends of the groom, who 
must be " husbands of one wife." This is expressed as 
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followa in Theodore Martin's happy transcript of the 
passage of Catullus : — 

" Thy golden-sandalled feet do thou 
Lift lightly o'er the threshold now 1 
Fair omen this ! And pass between 
The lintel-post of polished eheen ! 
Hail, Hymen ! Hyroeaceus, hail ! 
Hail, HjDien, HymenxuB ! 

See where, within, thy lord is set 
On Tyrian-tinotured coverlet^ 
His ej'ea upon the threshold hent. 
And all his soul on thee intent I 
Hail, Hymen ! Hymeneeus, hail I 
Hail, Hymen, Hymenteua ! " 

By-aad-hy, one of the three prietexta-olad boys, 
-who had escorted the bride from her Other's home to 
her husband's, is bidden to let go the round arm he 
ha« been supporting; the blameless matrons (jiro- 
nuJxe), of like qualification as their male counterparts, 
conduct the bride to the nuptial-couch in the atritun, 
and now there is no let or hindrance to the bride- 
groom's coming. Catullus has so wrought his bridal 
ode, that it culminates in stanzas of singular beantj 
and spirit. The bride, in her nuptial-chamber, is re- 
presented with a countenance lite white partben 
(which one critic * suggests may be the camomila 
blossom) or yellow poppy for beauty. And the bride- 
groom, of course, is worthy of her ; and both worthy 

It may interest Borne to know that this was 'an MS. ng- 
geation of poor Mortimer CoUins, a dear loTer of Catnllaa. 
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of his noble race, as well as meet to hand it on. The 
natuial wiahea follow;^— 

" Tis not meet so old a atem 
Shoiild be left nngraced by them, 
To traneniit its fame unshorn 
Down through agea yet ttnhom." 

The nest lines of the original are so prettily tamed 
by Mr Cranstoun, that we forbear for the nonce to tax 
the charming version of Martin; — 
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" May a young Tonjuatus soon 
From his mother's bosom sHp 
Porth his tender hoods, and smile 
Sweetly on his sire the while 
With tiny half-oped lip. 



And may every atranger trace, 
Clearly graven on his face, 
TTia mother's chastity," 



Of parallels and imitations of this happy thought 
and aspiration, there is abundant choice. Theodore 
Martin's taste selects a graceful and expanded fancy of 
Herrick irom his " Hesperides ;" while Dunlop, in hia 
'History of Roman Literature,' quotes the following 
almost literal reproduction out of an epithalamium on 
the marriage of Lord Spencec by Sir William Jones, 
who pronounced Catullua's picture worthy the pencil 
of Domenichino : — 

" And soon to be completely blest, 
Soon may a young Torquatus rise, 
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Wba, banging on his mother's breast, 
To his known aire shall turn his eyes, 

Outstretch Iiie iniant arms awliile, 
Half-ope his little lips and amite." * 

Tlie poem concludes with a prayer that mofter and 
child may realise the fam.e and virtues of Penelope 
and Tetemachua, and well deaerves the credit it has 
ever enjoyed as a model in its kind. 

Of the second of Catullua's Nuptial Songa — an 
hexameter poem ia amcehiean or responsive strophes 
and antistrophes, euppoaed to be sung by the choirs 
of youths and maidena who attended the nuptials, 
and whom, in the former hymn, the poet had been ex- 
horting to their duties, whereas here they come in turn 
to their proper function — no really trustworthy his- 
tory is to be given, though one or two commentators 
propound that it waa a sort of brief for the choruses, 
written to order on the same occasion for which the 
poet had written, on his own account, the former nup- 
tial hymn. But the totally diiFerent style and stmc- 
ture forbid the probability of this, although both are 
remarkable poems of their kind. This one, certainly, 
has a ringing freshness about it, and seems to cleave 
the shades of nightfall with a reveille aingularly re- 
memherable. The youths of the bridegroom's company 
have left him at the risft of the evening star, and gone 
forth for the hymenteal chant from the tables at 
which they have been feasting. They reeognise the 
bride's approach as a signal to strike up the hymen- 
fcal. Hereupon the maidens who have accompanied 
• Dunlop's Eomon Literatare, i. 497. 
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the bride, espying the male cborua, enter on a rivftlry 
in argument and song as to the merits of Hesperus, 
whom they note as he shows his evening fires over 
CEta — a sight which seems to have a connection with 
some myth as to the love of Keeper for a, youth 
named Hymenajus localised at CEta, as the story of 
Diana and Eodymion was at latmoa, to which Virgil 
allades in his eighth eclogue. Both bevies gird them- 
selveg for a lively encounter of words, from their 
diverse points of view. First sing the virgins ;— 

" Hesper, hath heaven more ratUe^ star than thine, 
That canst ftom mother's arms her child untwine? 
From mothei's amiB a clinging daughter part. 
To dower a headstrong bridegroom's eager heart 1 
Wrong like to this do captured cities know 1 
Ho ! Hymen, Hymen I Hymenteua, ho 1 " — D. 

The band of youths reply in an antistrophe which 
negatives the averment of the maidens; — 

" Hesper, hath heaven more jocund atar than thee. 
Whose flame still crowns true lovers' unity ; 
The troth that parents first, then lovers plighl^ 
Nor deem complete till thou illum'st the night ? 
What hour more hlisBfiil do the gods heatow 1 
Hail 1 Hymen, Hymen ! Hymenasufl, ho ! " — D. 

To jndge of the next plea of the chorus of maidens hy 
the fragmentary lines which remain of the original, it 
toot the grave form of a charge of ahduction against 
the incriminated evening star. If he were not a prin- 
cipal in the felonious act, at least he winked at it, 
when it was the express vocation of his rising to pre- 
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vent, by publicity, all such irregular proceedings. 
But now the youths wax bold in their retort, and 
wickedly insinuate that the fair combatants are not 
really eo very wroth with Keeper for his elacknesa. 
After a couplet which seems to imply, though its 
sense is obscure and ambiguous, that the sort of 
thieves whom these maidens revile, and whose iE 
name ia not confiuod to Roman literature (for in the 
Kussian songs, as we learn from Mr Kalstou's enter- 
taining volumes, the bridegroom is familiarly regarded 
as the "enemy," "that evil-thief," and "the Tarter"), 
speedily find their offences condoned, and are received 
into favour, they add a pretty plain charge against 
the complainants that — 

" Chide 88 they list in song's pretended ire. 
Yet what they chide they in their souls desire." 

This ia such a home-ttuuat that the virgins change 
their tactics, and adduce an argument ad miteri- 
cordiam, which is one of the moat admired passages 
of Catullus, on the score of a simile often imiteted 
from it. The following version will be found toler- 
ably literal : — 

" Ab grows hid floweret in some garden closed. 
Crushed by no ploughshare, to no beast exposed. 
By zephyrs fondled, nursed up by the rain, 
With kindly snn to strengthen and sustain : 
To win its sweetness lads and lasses vie : 
But let that floweret wither by-and-by, 
Nipped by too light a hand, it dies alone ; 
Its lover lads and lasses all are flown ! 
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E'en aa that flower ie lovely maidea's pride, 
In hei pure vii^in home content to bide ; 
A husbiind wins her, — and her hloom is sere. 
No more to lads a charm, oi lasses dear ! " — D. 

The last line is undoubtedly borrowed from a frag- 
ment of the Greek erotic poet, Minunermus ; and the 
whole passage, as Theodore Martin shows, haa had its 
influence upon an admired canto of. Spenser's ' Faery 
Queen' (B. ii. c. xii.) 

"Will the boys melt and give in, or will they show 
cause why they should not accept this sad showing of 
the mischief, for which Hymen and Heaper have the 
credit 1 Let us hear their antistrophe ; — 

," Ab a lone vine on barren, naked field 
Lifts ne'er a shoot, nor mellow grape can yield. 
But bends top-heavy with ita slender frame. 
Till toot and branch in level are the same ; 
Such vine, such field, in their forlorn estate 
No peasants till, nor oxen cultivate. 
Yet if the same vine with tall elm-tree wed. 
Feasants will tend, and oxen till its bed. 
So with the maid no lovers' arts engi^. 
She sinks nnprized, unnoticed, into age ; 
But once let hour and man be dnly found, 
Her father's pride, her husband's love redound." * 
— D. 

• Compare the sentiment of Waller's " Go, Lovely KoM^" 
particniarly in the third stanza :— 
'* Small is the worth 

Of beauty from the light retired ; 
her come forth, 
ir herself to he desired, 
And not hlnsh so to be admired." 
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The cpithalamiuia ends with on arithsietical calcula- 
tion of the samo special pleaders, wliich the maiilens 
apparently find unanswerable, and which, is of this 
nature — namely, that they are not their own property, 
except as regards a third share. As the other two shares 
belong to their parents respectively, and these have 
coalesced in transferring their votes to a aon-in-law, it 
is obviously as futile as it is unmannerly to demnr to 
the nuptial rites. And so the poem ends with thfl 
refrain of " Hymen, Hynienffie I " It has with 
much plausibility been conjectured by Professor Sellar 
to be an adaptation of Sappho or some other Greek 
poet to an occasion within Catullus'a own experience. 
Certainly it does not exhibit like originality with the 
poem preceding it It might be satisfactory, were it 
possible, to give, by way of sequel to the epithalamiiiin 
of Julia and Manlius, trustworthy data of the young 
wife's speedy removal ; hut this is based upon sheei 
conjecture, and so much as we know has been already 
stated. K we might transfer to the elegiacs addressed 
to Manlius before noticed a portion of the stoJj of 
Laodaniia, which has sometimes been printed with 
them, hut is now arranged with the verses to Maniua 
Acilius Glabrio, we should be glad to conceive of 
Julia's wedded life as matching that of Laodamia, and 
offering a model for its portrayal 

" Nor e'er was dove more loyal to her mate. 

That bird, which, more than all, with clinging beak. 
Kiss after kisa will pluck insatiate — 
Though prone thy sex its joys in change to seek. 
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Than thou, Laodamia ! Tame and cold 
Was all their passion, all their love to thine : 

When thou to thy enamoured breast didst fold 
Thy blooming lord in ecstasy divine. 

* 

As fond, as fair, as thou, so came the maid, 
Who is my life, and to my bosom clung ; 

While Cupid round her fluttering, arrayed 
In saflfron vest, a radiance o*er her flung." 

— (C. Ixviii.) M. 




b 



THE ROMAN-ALEKANDBINB AND LOBGER FOEH8 
OF CATDLLUS. 

That portion of the poetry of Catullus which has been 
cousidered hitherto is doubtless the most genuine and 
original ; but, with the exception of the two epitha- 
lamia, the poems now to bo examined, as moulded on 
the Alexandrine form and subjects, are perhaps the 
more curious in a literary point of view. Contrasting 
with the rest of his poetry in their lack of " naturaham 
essentially Roman and republican," they savour nndis- 
guisedly of that Boman ■ Alexandrinism in poetiy 
which first sprang up in earnest among the contem- 
poraries of Cicero and Ciesar, and grew with all tie 
more rapidity owing to the frequent visits of the 
Bomans to the Greek provinces, and the increasing 
influx of the Greek literali into Eome, Of the Alex- 
andrine literature at its fountain-head it must be reniem- 
that it was the substitute and successor — on the 
min of the Hellenic nation, and the decline of its 
nationality, langui^e, literature, and art — of the for- 
national and popular literature of Greece. But it 
was confined to a limited range. " It was," says Pro- 




feasor Momtnsen, " only in a comparatively narrow 
circle, not of men of culture — for auch, etrietly speak- 
ing, did not exist — bat of men of erudition, that the 
Greek literature was cherislied even when dead ; that 
the rich inheritance which it had left was inventoried 
with melancholy pleasure or arid refinement of re- 
search ; and that the living sense of sympathy or the 
dead erodition was elevated into a semblance of pro- 
ductiveness. This posthumous productiveness consti- 
tutes the so-called Alexandriniam." Originality found 
a substitute in learned research. Multifarious learning, 
the result of deep draughts at the wells of criticism, 
grammar, mythology, and antiquities, gave an often 
cumbrous and pedantic character to laboured and vol- 
uminous epics, elegies, and hymnology (a point and 
emartness in epigram being the one exception in favour 
of this school), whilst the full genial spirit of Greek 
thought, coeval with Greek freedom, was exchanged for 
courtly compliment, more consistent with elaboration 
than freshness. Among the best of the Alexandrian 
poets proper — indeed, the best of all, if we except the 
original and genial Idyllist, Theocritus — was the learned 
CaUimaehus; and it ia upon Callimachua especially 
that Catullus has drawn for his Eoman-Alexandrino 
poems, one of them being in fact a translation of that 
poet's elegy " On the Hair of Queen Berenice;" whilst 
another, his " Nuptials of Peleus and Thetis," has been 
supposed by more than one critic to be a translation 
of Callimachua also. This is, indeed, problematical ; 
but there ia no doubt that for hie mythologic details, 
scholarship, and other features savouring of ultra erudi- 
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tion, he owea to CalliinacIiiiB chaiacteriBtics 'wUcli his 
intrinsie poetic gifts enabled him to dresa out accept- 
ably for the critics of his day. The singular and 
I powerful poem of " Atye " belongs to the same class, 

1 by reaeon of its mythological subject. A recent 

l| French critic of Catiillua, in a learned chapter on 

; Alexandrinism, dehnea it as the absence of Biucerity 

u in poetry, and the exclusive preoccupation of form, 

I " He," writes M. Couat, " who, instead of looking 

around him, or, better, within himself, parades ma 
all countries and languages his adventurous cunosity, 
I and prefers Vesprit to I'&me — the new, the pretty, ths 

fine, to the natural and simple — such an one, to 
^^^_ whatever literature he belongs, is an Alexandiiniat 
^^^H Alexandrinism in excess is what in this writer's vieff 
^^^H is objectionable ; and whilst we are disposed to think 
1^^^ that few will demur to this moderate dogma, it is 
equally certain that none of the Roman cultivatoK of 
the Alexandrine school have handled it with more 
taste and less detriment to their natural gifts than 
Catullus. With hiTti the elahorateneaa which, in 
its home, Alexandrinism exhibits as to metre and 
prosody, ia exchanged for a natural and unforced ■ 
power, quite consistent with simplicity. As is 
well observed by Professor Sellar, "His adaptation 
I of the music of language to embody the feeling oc 

I passion by which he is possessed, ia most vividly felt in 

I the skylark ring of his great nuptial ode, in the wild 

|( hurrying agitation of the Atys, in the stately calm of 

^^^L the Epithalamium of Peleus and Thetis." 
^^^H indeed in the tact and art evinced generally in thaw 
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larger poems, we eeem to find ground for diBBent fi;om 
the opinion of several otherwise weighty critics of 
Catullus, that they were the earlier exercises of his 
poetic career — a suhject upon which, as there is the 
scantiest inkling in either direction, it is admissible to 
take the negative view. Aa a work of art, no doubt 
the " Nuptials of Peleua and Thetis " are damaged by 
the introduction of the episode of Ariadne's desertion 
within the main poem — an offence obviously against 
strict epic imity. But it is not by any means sure 
that this is so much a sign of youthful work as of an 
independence consistent with poetic fancy, and cer- 
tainly not amenable to the stigma of Alexandrinism, 
which must be era rhgle, if anything. It is with thia 
largest, and in many respects finest, sample of CatuUus's 
epic capacity, that we propose to deal at greatest length, 
leaerving space for a glance or two at the " Atys " and . 
the " Hair of Berenice." " The whole poem " (Pelens 
and Thetis), to quota Mr Sellar once more, " ia per- 
vaded with that calm light of strange loveliness which 
spreads over the unawakened world in the early sunrise 
of a summer day." K here and there a suspicion of 
over -wrought imagery and description carries back 
the mind to a remembrance of the poet's model, it 
must he allowed that, for the most part, this poem 
excels in variety, in pictorial effects, in force of fancy, 
and clever sustentation of the interest. It begins 
with the day on which, in the hoar distance of mythic 
ages, the Pelion-bom Argo was first launched and ^ 
manned, and the first sailor of all ever buret on the 
realm of Amphitrite — a statement which we most not 
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criticise too closely, oa the poet elsewhere in the poem 
tells of a fleet of Thaseus prior to the Aigonaatic 



" Soon as its prow the wind-vexed surface clave, 
Soon OS to oarsmen's harrow frothed the wave. 
Forth from the eddying whiteness Nereids shone, 
With faces set — strange sight to look upon. 
Then, only then, might mortal vision rest 
On naked eea-nymph, lifting rosy hreast 
High o'er the billows' foam, Twaa then the flanie 
Of love for Thetis Peleua first o'eicame ; 
Then Thetis deigned a mortal spouse to wed I 
Then Jove approved, and their high union aped." 
— D. 

The poet having thus introduced the betrothal, as 
it were, of the goddess and the hero, pauaea, ere he 
plunges into his suhject, to apostrophise heroes and 
heroines in general, and more especially the twain 
immediately concerned : Peleus, for whom the very 
BUBceptible father of the gods had waived hia own 
pendiant for Thetis ; Peleua, the stay and champion 
of Theasaly ; and Thetis, most beautiful of ocean's 
daughters, and grandchild of earth-girding Tethya and 
her lord Oceanus — a fitting proem to the action of 
the poem, which commences with no further delay. 
We aee all Thesaaly come forth to do honour and 
guest-service to the nuptiala, gifts in their hands, and 
joy and gladness in their comitenancea. Scyroa and 
Phthia's Tempe, Cranon, and Ijarissa's towers are all 
deserted on that day, for the Pharaalian home where 
high festival and a goodly solemnity ia kept. A lively 
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description follows of the country and its occupations 
given over to complete rest aad keeping holiday ; end 
this is seemingly introduced by way of contrast to the 
stir and splendour and gorgeous preparations within 
the halls of Peleua. But the poet without delay 
presaea on to one of his grand effects of description — 
the rich bridal couch, with frame of ivory and cover- 
let of sea-purples, on which was wrought the tale of 
Ariadne's desertion by Theseus. She has just awak- 
ened to her loss, and the picture is one of passionate 
fancy and force. To give a transcript of this is 
impossible ; and though Mr Martin's handling of the 
whole passage is admirably finished, yet where the 
best comes far short of the original, it seems justifi- 
able to introduce a distillation of its spirit, without 
attempting metrical likeness. The following version 
is by the Rev. A. C, Auchmuty * (see Catull, Ixiv. 
■W. 62-75) :— 

I There, upon Dia's ever-echoing shore, 
Sweet Ariadne stood, in fond dismay, 
fffith wUd eyes watching the swift fleet, that bore 
Her loved one fai away. 
JAnd still she gazed incredulous ; and still, 
' Like one awaking from beguiling sleep, 
{pound herself standing on the beachy hiU, 
1. Left there alone to weep. 

Snt the quick oars upon the waters flaished. 
And Theseus fled, and not a thought behind 
Tetse! 



' Tetsea, Original i 
Bxater, 1869. 

4.0.8. 8., vol iii. 



1 Translated, ty A. C. Auchmuty. 
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He left i but all his promises were dashed 

Into the wandering wind. 
Fbi off ahe fltraiiiB her melancholy eyes ; 

Arid Hke a Mcenad iculptMrtd there in ttone 
Sta/nda a* in act to shout, far she espies 

Him she once called her own. 
Dark waves of care swayed o'er her tender Bonl ; 

The flne-wove lurban from her golden hair 
Had fallen ; the hght rohe no longer stole 

Over her bosom bare. 
Loose dropped the well- wrought girdle from her hcaa, 

That wildly struggled to be free ; they lay 
Abont her feet, and many a briny crest 
Kissed theta in careless play. 
!But nought she recked of tnrhan then, and nought 

Of silken gannenta flowing gracefully. 
O Theseus ! far away in heart and thought 

And soul, she hung on thee I 
Ay me 1 that hour did cruel love prepare 

A never-ending thread of wildering woe ; 
And (ufinvjij round that heart rude briarn of cart. 

Bade them take root and grow; 
What time, from old Pirasus' curved strand 

A ship put forth towards the south, to bring 
Chivalrous-hearted Theseus to the land 
Of the unrighteous king," 

A comparison of the above with the Latin text will 
show that, as in the italicised passages, the translator 
has been careful to preserve, aa much as might be, the 
expressions, metaphors, and similes of tlto author. 
That author proceeds from this point to explain thfl 
canses of Theseus's visit to the home of Minoa, and to 
unfold the legend of the monster, the labyrinth, the 
clue to it supplied by Ariadne, and the treachery of 



Theseus, who, when he had Tanquished the moneter, 
and led the princess to give up all for him, forsook 
her as she lay asleep iii Dia'a aea-girt isle. The lament 
of Ariadne on discovering her desolation is a triumph 
of true poetic art in its accommodation of the measure 
to the matter in hand ; the chasge from calm deaerip- 
tion to rapid movement and utterance, as, climhing 
mountain-top, or rushing forth to face the surges up- 
plashing over the beach to meet her, she uttets out- 
burste of agony and passion intended to form a con- 
summate contrast to the ideal happiness of them on 
whose coverlet this pathetic story was broidered. Two 
stanzas from Martin's heautiful and ballad-lite version 
must represent the touching character of this lament, 
in which, by the way, are several turns of thought 
and espreasion which Virgil seems to have had in 
mind for the 4th Book of the ' jSlnels : ' — 

" Lost, lost ! where shall I turn me J Oh, ye pleasant bills 

of home. 
How shall I fly to thee across thia gulf of angry foam 1 
How meet my father's gaze, a thing so doubly steeped in 

guilt. 
The leman of a lover, who a brother's blood had spilt 1 

A lover ! gods ! a lover ! And alone he cleaves the deep. 

And leaves me here to perish on this savage ocean, steep. 

No hope, no succour, no escape ! None, none to hear my 
prayer ! 

All dark, and drear, and desolate ; and death, death every- 
where !" — (C. Isiv. TV. 177-187.) 

The lines in which she declares that, had ^geus ob- 
jected to her for a daughter-in-law, she would have 
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been his handmaid, to spread his couch and lave his 
feet, have more than one echo in English poetry ; and 
the cHmax of the lament, in a deep and sweeping 
curee on her hetrayer, ia a passage of temhly realistic 
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" Yet ere these sad and atreanuiig eyes on earth have 

loolied their laut, 
Or ere tliia heart has ceased to heat, I to the gods will cast 
One burning prayer for vengeance on the man who foully 

The vows which, pledged in their dread namesjin my fond 
ear he spoke. 

Come, ye that wreak on man hia guilt with retribution dire. 
Ye maids, whose snake - wreathed brows bespeak your 

bosom's vengeful ire ! 
Come ye, and hearken to the curse which I, of sense forlorn, 
Hurl from the ruins of a heart with mighty anguish torn I 

Though there he fury in my words, and madness in my 

Let not my cry of woe and wrong assail your ears in vain I 
Urge the false heart that left me here still on with head- 
long chase, 
From ill to worse, till Tbesena curse himself and all Ma 
race !" — M. 

It ia not to be denied that it would have been 
more artistic had the poet here dismissed the legend 
of Theseus and his misdemeanours, or, if not this, 
had he at least omitted the lesson of divine retribution 
conveyed in his sire's death as he crossed the home- 
threshold, and contented liimself with the spirited pre- 
sentment of Bacchus and his attendant Satyrs and 



1 quest of Ariadne, on another compartment 
of the coverlet So far, the reader of the poem has 
represented one of the crowd gazing at the trinmphs 
of needlework and tapestry m the bridal chambera. 
Sow, place must be made for the divine and heroic 
guests, and their weddiug-presents : Chiron, with the 
choicest meadow, alpine, and aquatic flowers of his land 
of meadows, rocks, and rivers ; Peneina, with beech, 
bay, plane, and cypress to plant for shade and verdure 
in ftont of the palace ; Prometheus, still scarred with 
the jutting crags of his rocky prison ; and all the gods 
and goddesses, save only Phtahiis and his twin-sister, 
absent from some cause of grudge which we know not, 
but which the researches of Alexandrine mythologists 
no doubt supplied to the poet. Anon, when the 
divine gaests are seated at the groaning tables, the 
weird and age-withered Parcie, as they spin the threads 
of destiny, in shrill strong voices pour forth an alter- 
nating song with apt and mystic refrain, prophetic of 
the bHsa that shall follow this union, and the glory 
to be achieved in its offspring. Here are two quatrains 
for a sample, relating to Achilles the offspring of the 



" "HJB peerless valour and his glorious deeds 

Shall mothers o'er their stricken sons confess, 

As smit with feeble hand each bosom bleeds. 
And dust difitaiua each grey dishevelled treaa. 

Eun, spindles, run, and trail the Meful threads. 



For a 



the reaper mows the thickset ears, 
olden cora-landa 'neath a burning sun. 
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I E'en eo, b«bold, Pelides' fdchioii Eheara 

I The life ol' Trof , an.d swift its couiae is run. 

Btrn, spindles, nm, anA Izail the EUeful thraada." 
I — D. 

Mtt the close of thix chant of the fatal sisters, Catulloa 
Bbbws k happy picture, such aa Hesiod had drami 
TfefoTB him, of the fclisaful and innocent age when the 
gods walked oa earth, and mixed with men as friend 
with friend, before the advent of the iron age, when 
sin and death broke up family ties, and so disgusted 
the minds of the just Immortals that thenceforth there 
was no longer any " open Tision " — 

" Hence from earth's daylight goda their forms refi'ain. 
Nor longer men's abodes to visit deign," 

It is by no means so easy to give any adequate idea of 
the " Atys," which is incomparably the most remai^- 
able poem of Catullus in point of metrical effects, of 
flow and ebb of passion, and of intensely real and 
heart-studied pathos. The subject, however, is one 
which, despite the praieea Gihbon and others have 
bestowed on Catullus's handling of it, is unmeet for 
presentment in extenso before English readera The 
sensible and correctly-judging Danlop did not err in 
his remark that a fable, unexampled except in the 
various poems on the fate of Ahelard, waa somewhat 
unpromising and peculiar as a aubject for poetry. In 
a metre named, from the priests of Cybele, Galliam- 
bio, Catullus represents — it may he from his experi- 
enC« and research in Asia Minor^tbe contrasts of 
onthusiasm and repentant dejection of one who, for 
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the great goddess's sake, has hecome a victim of bis 
own frenzy. A Greek youth, leaving home and 
parentB for Phrygia, vows himself to the service and 
grove of Cybele, and, after terrible initiation, snatches 
up the musical instruments of the guild, and incites 
his fellow-votaries to the fanatical orgies. Wildly 
traversing woodlands and mountains, he falla asleep 
with exhaustion at the teniple of his mistress, and 
awakes, after a night's repose, to a sense of his raah 
deed and marred life. The complaint which ensues 
is unique in originality and pathos. " Ko other 
writer" — ^thuB remarks Professor Sellar — "has pre- 
sented BO real an image of the frantic exultation and 
fierce self-sacriflcing spirit of an inhuman fanaticism ; 
and again, of the horror and sense of desolation which 
a natural man, and more especially a Greek or Komau, 
would feel in the midst of the wild and strange scenes 
desorihcd in the poem, and when restored to the con- 
sciousness of his voluntary bondage, and of the for- 
feiture of his country and parents and the free social 
life of former days." The same writer acutely notes 
the contrast betwixt " the false excitement and noisy 
tumult of the evening and the terrible rcaHty and 
blank despair of the momingj" which, with " the pic- 
torial environments," are the characteristic effects of 
this poem. In the original, no doubt these effects are 
enhanced by the singular impetuosity of the metre, 
which, it is well known, Mr Tennyson, amongst others, 
has attempted to reproduce in his experiments upon 
dassical metres. Such attempts can achieve only a 
fitful and limited success. English Galliambica can 
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n the nature of things or measures, be popular. 
And even auppoaing the metre were more promising, 
it is undeniably against the dictates of good taste to 
make the revolting legend of Atys a familiar story to 
English readers of the ancient clasaica, 

CurioBity, however, would dictate more acquoipt- 

I ance with "Berenice's Lock of Hair," a poem sent, as 

! been already stated, by Catullus to Hortalus, and 

purporting to be the poet's translation of a court poem 

of his favourite model, the Alexandrian poet Calli- 

machus. The metre of both is elegiac ; but of the 

original only two brief fragments remain — bo brief, 

indeed, that they fail to test the faithfulnesa of the 

^^_ translator. The subject, it should seem, was the &te 

^^M of a tresa which Berenice, according to Egyptian tafalee 

^^H of affinity the lawful wife and queen of Ptolemy £uer- 

^™ getea, king of Egypt, although sbo was hia aiater, 

dedicated to Venus ZepLyritia aa an offering for thfl 

safety of her liege lord upon an expedition to which 

he waa aummoned against the Assyrians, and which 

Badly interfered with hia honeymoon. On his return 

the vow was paid in due course : the lock, however, 

shortly disappeared from the temple ; and thereupon 

Conon, the court astronomer (of whom Virgil speaks 

in hia third eclogue aa one of the two most famon* 

I mathematicians of his time), invented the flattering 
account that it had been changed into a constellatioa 
So extravagant a compliment would naturally kindlo 
the rivalry of the courtly and erudite Alexandrian 
poet ; and the result was soon forthcoming in an 
elegiae poem, supposed to be addressed to hei mia- 
i i 
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treaa "by the new constellation itaelf, in explanation of 
her abduction. To judge by tie fragments which are 
extant, Catxillua appears to have paraphrased rather 
than closely translated the original of CallimaehuB, 
though how far he has improved upon or embellished 
his model it is of course impoasible to say. In some 
degree this detracts from the interest of the poem — at 
any rate, when viewed- in connection with the genius 
of Catullus. Still, it deserves a passing notice for its 
art and ingenuity, as employed after Catullus's man- 
ner, in blending beauty and passion with truth and 
constancy. It is curious, too, for its suggestive hints 
for Pope's " Eape of the Lock. " The strain of compli- 
ment is obviously more Alexandrian than lioman ; 
and readers of Theocritus will be prepared for a good 
deal in the shape of excessive compliment to the 
Ptolemys. But even in the compliment and its ex- 
travagance there is a considerable charm ; and it is 
by no means uninteresting to possess, through the 
medium of an accomplished Latin poet, our only 
traces of a court poem much admired in its day. If, 
after all, the reception of Berenice's hair among the 
constellations forming the group of seven stars in 
Leo's tail, by the Alexandrian astronomers, is a 
matter of some doubt, it ia at leaat clear that Calli- 
machus did his best to back up Conon's averment of 
it, and that it suited Catullus to second his assertion 
so effectually, that it has befallen his muse to trans- 
mit the poetic tradition. The argument of the poem 
may be summarised. The Lock tells how, aiter its 
dedication by Berenice, if she received her lord from 
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the wara safe aud eouitd, Conon discovered it a cod- 
Btellntion in the firmament. He had returned vio- 
torioua; the lock had been reft from its mistresB'fl 
head with that rcsietless steel to 'which eie then fat 
Bturdier powers had succumbed — 

" But what can stand gainst the might of at«el1 
'Twaa that which made the proudest mountain reel, 
Of all by Thia's radiant aon surveyed. 
What time the Mede a new £gean made, 
And hoets barharic steered their galleys tall 
Through riited Athos' adamantine wall. 
When things like these the power of Bteel confess. 
What help or refuge for a woman's tresal" — (4S!-47.) M. 

Need we surest the parallel from Pope! — 

" What time conld epare from steel receives its date, 
And monuments, like men, submit to &ite. 
Steel conld the labours of the gods destroy. 
And Btrike to daat the imperial towers of Troy; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound. 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 
What wonder then, fair nymph, thine hairs should feel 
The conqnering force of unresisted steell" 

The tress proceeds to describe her passage throt^h 
the air, and her eventual accession to the breast of 
Venus, thence to ba transferred to an assigned, posi- 
tion among the stars. A high destination, as the 
poem makes Berenice's hair admit, yet one (and here 
adulation takes its finest flight) which it would cheer- 
fully forego to be once more lying on its mistress's 
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" My state so glads me not, hut I deplore 
I ne'er may grace my iniatresa' foiehead more, 
With whom consorting in her virgin blcioni, 
I hatheil in HWeets, and quaffed the rich perfume." 

In conclnsion, tLe personified and constellated lock, 
with a happy thought, claims a toll on all maids and 
matrons happy in their love and nuptials, of an onyx 
hoi of perfume on the attainment of each heart's de- 
sire ; and this claim it extends, foremost and first, to 
its mistress. Yet even this is a poor compensation 
for the losa of its once far prouder position, to recover 
which, and play again on Berenice's queenly brow, it 
would he well content if all the stars in the firmament 
should clash in a blind and chaotic collision ; — 

" Grant this, and then Aquarius may 
Neit to Orion blaze, and all the world 
Of starry orbs be into chaos whirled." — M. 



After a survey of the larger poems in the foregoing 
chapter, and that next before it, it would be especially 
out of place to attempt the barest notice of aU that 
remains — a few very scurrilous and indelicate epi- 
grams, having for their object the violent attacking of 
Ccesar, Mamurra, Gellius, and other less notable names 
ohnoxioua to our poet. By far the most part of these 
are so coarse, that, from their very nature, they are best 
left in their native language ; and in this opinion we 
Buspect we are supported by the best translators of 
CatulluH, who deal with them sparingly and gingerly. 
Here nnd there, as in Epigram or Poem 84, Catullus 
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quits tliia uninviting vein for one of purer satire in 
every sense, the sting of it being of pliilolc^ical in- 
terest. Arrius, its subject, like some of our own 
countrymen, seems to have sought to atone for dip- 
ping his h's by an equally ill-judged principle of com- 
pensation. He used the aspirate where it was wrong 
as well as where it was right. The authors of a recent 
volume already alluded to — ' Lays from Latin Lyres' 
— have so expressed the spirit and flavour of Catul- 
lus's siic couplets on this Arrius, that their version 
may well stand for a sample of one of the most amns- 
ing and least offensive of liis skits of this nature. It 
is, of course, something in the nature of u parody : — 

" Whenever 'Airy tried to sound 
An H, his caie was unavailing ; 
He always spoke of 'orae and 'ound, 
And all his kinsfolk bad that failing. 

Peace to our ears. He went from home; 

But tidings came that grieved us bitterly — 
That 'Airy, while te stayed at Rome, 

Enjoyed his 'oliday in Hitaly." 

And so we bid adieu to a poet who, with all his faults, 
has the highest claims npon tts as a bard of nature 
and passion, and who was beyond question the first 
and greatest lyric poet of Italy. 



TIBULLUS. 



OHAPTEE I 
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Althodoh Catullus, as we have seen, lays some claim 
to the credit of aeulimatisiiig the elegy aa well as other 
Greek types of poetry at Eome, the neatness and finiah 
of that form of verse may bo attributeiJ to Albius 
Tihullos, a Eoman of equestrian family, whose birth- 
place was Pedum, perhaps the modem village of Gal- 
licano, and in his day so ruined and insignificant that 
it survived rather as the name of a district than aa an 
ancient and once famous Latin city. Tradition has 
not preserved the poet's prfenomen ; hut his birth- 
date was probably b.d. 54 : and, like the two other 
tuneful brethren with whom we associate him, his life 
and career were briet He is supposed to have died 
B.a. 18, according to an epigram of Domitius Marsus 
only a few months later than Virgil. As is the case 
with Catullus, and Propertius, the data for a hfe of 
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Tibullus are scant and eliadowy, and consist cliiefly 
of an elegy of Ovid, an epistle of Horace, and a leas 
authoritative life by aa old grammaiian, witb the 
internal evidence to be extracted from the poet's ac- 
knowledged remains, Aa he nowhere names his sire, 
it is inferred that he died whilst he was yet a yoath; 
but there are frequent and loving notices of hia mothai 
and sister. Apparently hia family estates had been 
confiscated at the time of Cajsar's death, and Ms for- 
tunes had undergone the same partial coUapse which 
befell his poetic contemporaries, Horace and Virgil; 
but, like them, be clearly succeeded in recovering at 
least a portion of his patrimony, and this apparently 
by the good ofBcea of his great patron, M. ValeriuB 
Messola, a chief of the ancient aristocracy, who, after 
the fashion of Mascenas and Agrippa, kept up a 
retinue and mimic court of versiiieta, and, it must bo 
allowed, exacted no more of them than was hia honest 
due. It was at Pedum, on hia patrimonial estate 
between Tibur and Piaiueste, some nineteen mila 
from Eome, that be passed the beat portion of his 
brief but mainly placid life, amidst such scenes and 
employments as best fitted his rnral tastes, indif- 
ferent health, and simple, contemplative, affectionate 
nature. In his very fiist elegy, he describes himself 
in strict keeping with bis eminently rehgious spirit — 
which, it haa been well roraarked, bade him fold his 
hands in resignation rather than open them in hope — 
wreathing the god Terminus at the cross-roads, paying 
first-fruits to Ceres, setting up a Friapus to scare biid- 
piratea from his orchards, and honouring the Larei 



with the offering of a lambkin, the substitution of 
which for the fatted calf of earlier days betrays the 
diminution of his fortunes. As Mr Cranatouu tran- 
slate, the poet's admisfiion runs thus : — 

" Guards of a wealthy once, now poor, domain — 
Ye Lares ! atill my gift your wardahip cheera ; 
A fatted calf did then your altars atain, 
To purLfy innumerable ateers. 

A lambkin now — a meagre offering — 

From the few fields that still I reckon mine, 

Shall fall for you while rustic voices sing ; 
' Oh grant the harreats, grant the generous wine ! ' " 
— (C. i- 1.46, &c.) 

The probable datea of his allusions to changed for- 
tunes, in the first book of elegies, forbid the conjecture 
of Bome of his biographers that these arose from his 
laTish expenditure on his mistressca ; and it is cer- 
tamly not ho much of a dilapidated roui as of one who 
lived simply and within his income and means, that 
the shrewd-judging Horace wrote in Epistle iv. (Book 

" No brainless trunk is yours : a form to please, 
Wealth, wit to use it. Heaven vouchsafes you these. 
What could fond nurse wist more for her sweet pet. 
Than fiiends, good looks, and health without a let, 
A shrewd clear head, a tongue to speak his mind, 
A seemly household, and a puree well lined J " 

— Conington, 

Judging of him by his writings, and those of Ma 
friends, Tibullus, then, would strike ua as a genial. 
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cheery, refined, but not foppish Eoman kniglit ; not 
overbearing, from having been very early his own 
master, but, for a Roman in hia condition, of a singu- 
larly domestic character. It ia clear that the court 
and livery of Augustus had no charms for him in com- 
parison with the independence of his Pedan country- 
life, although an introduction to the former might 
have been had for the asking. His tone is that of 
an old-fashioned Conservative, disinclined to violent 
changes, holding the persuasion that "the old is 
better," and prepared to do battle for the good Satur- 
nian times, before there were roads or ships, imple- 
ments of husbandry or weapons of war. Nothing 
in his poems Justifies the impression that his own 
meddling in politics had to do with whatever amount 
of confiscation befell him : indeed it may reasonably 
he assumed that, in pleading for restitution or corn- 
is patron may have found hia manifest 
1 to politics as well as war very much in hia 
favour. With Messala, who had fought against the 
Triumvirs under Cassius at PhUippi, but had dis- 
tinguished himself eminently at Actium on the aide 
of Augustus, Tibullus had been early intimate, though 
he declined to aceompany him to this decisive war in 
B.C. 31. Less than a year later, however, he did 
accompany him' as aide-de-camp, or perhaps more 
probably as the bard of his prospective exploits, on 
a campaign to Aquitania, and was present at the 
hattle of Atas (Ande in Languedoc), ia which the 
lebel tribes were efiectually quelled. In the aeventh 
elegy of his Erst hook, on the subject of Meseala'a 
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birthday, the poet gives, partly from eyewitneea and 
partly from report (for ha did not get further thau 
Corcyra in b.c. 30, on hia voyage with his patron on 
hia Asiatic expedition), a sketch of the localities of 
Messala's victoiiea, which may thoa he represented in 



" Share in thy iame I boast ; be witness je, 
Fyrene'a heights, and shore of Santon Hca : 
Arar, swift Rhone, Garanina's mighty stream. 
Yellow Camutes, and Loire of azure gleam ; 
Or shall calm Cydnus rather claim my song. 
Transparent shallows smoothly home along 1 
How peaks of Taurus into cloudland peer. 
Nor yet its snow the rough CUicians fear ! 
"Why need I tell liow scatheless through the sky 
O'er Syrian towns the sacred white doves fly ! 
How Tyre, with harks the first to trust the breeze. 
Keeps &om her towers an outlook o'er the seas ! 
Or in what sort, when SiriuB cracks the fields, 
The plenteous NUe its summer moisture yields." 

—(Book I. C. vii. 9-22.) D. 

It was ill-health of a serious kind, if we may judge 
from his misgivings in the opening of the third elegy 
of the first book, which cut short hia second campaign 
at Corcyra ; and there may probably have been as 
much justification for hia step in a natural delicacy of 
constitution, aa predisposition to it in his singularly 
unwarlike tendencies. At any rate, when he tnmed 
hia back upon Corcyra, it was to say adieu for ever to 
the profession of arms ; and tbenceforth, though men- 
tally following his patron's fortunes with affectionate 
interest, which often finds vent in song, he seems io have 
A.C.B.S., vol. iil G 
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given up all campaigns, except in the congenial fielda 
of Jove and literature. No doubt, he had no objection 
on occasion to fight his few battles over again ; and, aa 
the broken soldier in Goldsmith's ' Deserted Village,' 
" Shouldered hia crutch and showed how fielda were 

BO our poet was quite at home in telling as well as heuF- 
ing the soldier's tfle, with the ^d of the wine-flask to 
map out the battle-fields with niiost finger on the 
table. But Peace approved herself so much more to 
his mind that we find him constantly attributing to it 
the whole cycle of bleaainga; amongst others — 
" Peace nursed the vine, and housed the juice in store. 
That the aiie's jar hia offspring's soul should cheer;" 

and it ie with perhaps more heartfelt enthusiaam than 
that which he bestowed on the Gallic or Asiatic cam- 
paigns that be commemorates on Messala'a birthday, 
abeady referred to, the peaceful services of that general 
to his country in reconstructing a portion of the Fla- 



n way out of the 
from the enemy. The lines 
that this great work was 
when the seventh elegy wa 
uninteresting note that. 



which he had captured 
in the original indicate 
n course of constraction 
written ; and it is not an 
our day, so of old, the 
road-maker was esteemed a public benefactor and the 
pioneer of civilisation. " Be thine," ends the poet — 

" Be thine a race to crown each honoured deed. 
And, gathering romid thine age, swell honour's meed. 
Praacati'e youth and glistening Alha's son 
Tell out the civil work thine hand hath done. 
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Thy wealth it is the gritty vock conyeya, 
The grayel Btrewa, the jointed stonea o'erlaya : 
Hence, aince no mora he stmnbles home irom town, 
Hence, of thy road oft hri^a bekted clnwn. 
Come then for many a year, blest birthday, come, 
And brighten each year more Mesaala's home !" — D. 

In. truth, the lot of Tibullua was fitter to be cast in 
Bueh peaceful surroundinga than in the wars and battle- 
fields of Eome, for empire far renowned. And there- 
fore, with the exception of the sole ■warlike episode we 
have noticed, his subjects are mostly peocoful, and 
the poems, which are the chronicle of his life, pretty 
equally divided between praise of the country and 
commemoration of rustic festiyals and holidays, and 
the praises or reproaches which he poura forth to 
his mistresses ; for it does not seem that he exactly 
parallels his co-mates Catullus and Fropertius in ex- 
alting his Delia to the same unapproached throne 
as Lesbia or Cynthia. Still the history of his loves 
demandB quite as distinct a commemoration and illus- 
tration as that of those of his fellows; and it will there- 
fore be convenient to reserve it to another chapter, 
gathering up into this present sketch what little 
remains to tell of the poet's biography distinct from 
these. If we may take Ovid's contributions to the 
record, it will be found in his " Tristia " that the fates 
allowed them no time for intimacy, but that Tibullus 
was read and known and popular in the reign of 
Augustus, — not, however, through any special culti- 
vation of an imperial patron, whom he invariably 
ignores, though not because be had had no overtures 
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f to become a bard of the empire. Enough for him to 
[ be stanch to an independent Roman noble, the moat 
virtuoua of hia class, and to watch hia opportunitiea of 
I a well-timed poetical compliment to bini or his. Thua 
when a rural feaat is kept, and all are drinking healths 
and making merry, the health of the absent hero, Mea- 
sala, is the toast he pasaea as an excuse for the glaea 
{EL lib. ii. 1). Another special and appropriate poem 
' (ii. 5) ia written ia honour of the eldest son of Mes- 
I Bala, Mateua Valerius MessalinuSj and of his election 
into the College of Fifteen to guard and inspect 
the Sibylline books in the Capitol, of which hooka 
he maintains the credit by pointing to the predicted 
eruption of Mount JEXa& and eclipse of the sun in the 
fated year of Julius Cseaar's assassination. We hear 
very little indeed of our poet &om his contemporaries, 
and next to nothing from him of them, out of the 
range of the Messaline family,— a proof of that addic- 
tion to rural pursuits and privacy, which, along with 
hia loves, formed the staple of his muse. Evea hia 
death, as pictured by Ovid, looks exceedingly like a 
cento made up out of his own elegies ; for that poet 
(Amor., iii. 9) makes hia mother close his eyes, his 
sister hang over his couch and watch his pyre with 
dishevelled hair, and hia mistresses lay claim to bis 
preference at that sad last ceremony, in language that 
may well have been framed upon a study of the lan- 
guage of Tibulliis, when, in 3il. i 111, he anticipates 
death afar from these last tributes at Corcyra, In 
the absence of testimony we may infer that be died 
peacefully at home — peacefully, though somewhat. 



immatiirelj. Bomitius Marsns reappears in Mr Craus- 
toim's quatrain — 

" Thee, young Tibullus, Death too early sent 
To roam with Yirffl o'er Elysium's plains, 
Tiiat none might longer hreathe Boft love's lament, 
Or HJng of royal wnrs in martial strains ; " 

and it ia but fair to add, from Professor Xichol'a ad- 
mirable version of the " Mora Tibulli," Ovid's graceful 
asseveration, that " Albius is not dead ; " but that, if 
aught remains beyond the Stygian flood — 

" Refined Tihullna ! thon art joined to thoae 
Living in calm communion with the bleat ; 
In peaceful am thy ijuiet bones repose ; 
May earth lie lightly where thine ashes rest ! " 
—{Am. iii. 9.) 

The present may be a convenient place for stating 
briefly that that portion of the Elegies attributed to 
Tibullus which ia unquestionably authentic is limited 
to the Erst and second booksj and that the first alone, 
in all probability, had the advantage of his own revi- 
sion and preparation for the press. Amongst the argu- 
menta against the authenticity of the third and fourth 
books, there are some which can hardly be met by 
the cleverest special pleading, though we confess that 
Mr Cranstoun has shown considerable ingenuity in 
his conservative view of the question. It is, however, 
more probable that the elegies of the third book, 
which treat of the loves of Lygdamus and Nefera for 
the most part, and which perceptibly lack the spirit 
of Tibullus, whilst they evince quite a different talent, 



102 



TIBULLVS. 



k 



where they exhibit any, were the work of some other 
poet in Messala'a circle, whose name, or else worn da 
plume, may have been Lygdamua. Ah to the elegies 
of the fourth book (apart from the first poem, which is 
epic or heroic, and is panegyrical of Messala, though, 
for the most part, a raw and juvenile production, not 
worthy of Tibiillus's genius), the general view ia that 
they are worthier of Tibullua than the third book, hut 
more probably the work of a female hand ; and with 
one or two exceptions, that of the Sulpioia, a woman 
of noble birth, and of Messala'a circle, whose love for 
Cerinthus or Cornutua ia their chief feature. One 
thing is certain, that the range of the two earlier 
books will furnish abundant samples of each charac- 
teristic vein of the geniiino Tihullus, who, thongh Dr 
Arnold coupled him as a bad poet with Propertiua, 
and Niebuhr charged him with sentimentality, ia 
nevertheless a poet of sinj,'ular sweetness of versifica- 
tion, though unequal to bis later elegiac brother in 
force and strength. Perhaps the adverse criticisms 
made upon him are due to the narrow range of his 
themes ; but he ia worth a study, no less for the in- 
dependence of his mind and muse, than for the almost 
ntter absence of any Alexandrine influence on his 
style, syntax, and language. Of pure taste and great 
finish, his genius is Italian to the core ; and whilst he 
may lack the various graces of other poets of the em- 
pire before and after him, he is second to none in a 
tender simplicity and a transparent terseness, which are 
peculiarly his own. It may not be amiss to close this 
ihapter with the juat eulogium of this poet by Mr Cisns- 
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toun, the most appreciative, and, on the whole, the 
most successful of Tibullus's translators. ^* His love 
of home and friends, his enjoyment of the country, of 
hills and dales, of shepherds and sheepfolds, of smil- 
ing meadows and murmuring rivulets, of purple vine- 
yards and yellow corn-fields, and of the innocence and 
simplicity of earlier days, combined with that tender 
melancholy which ever, doud-like, threw a shadow 
o'er his brow, gives him an almost romantic interest 
in the eyes of modem readers ; and will always secure 
for him, with lovers of rural sceneiis, one of the most 
enviable positions among the sons of ancient song." 




> 



WiTQ hia domestic q^ualities, Mb plaintiTe tone, and 
predisposition to contented enjo3Tnent of rural happi- 
ness, Tibullus, under other conditions and another 
creed, might have found the ideal which besought; but 
subjected to the caprices and inconstancy of one mie- 
treas after another, his life was alloyed by a series of 
uoproaperons lovea. If the third book, as has been 
stated, is in all probability the work of another btLnd, 
the sole attachment that promised a consummation 
in marriage, that with the compatible but uncertain 
Ifesra, did not come upon the list of his loves. It 
was Delia, or, as her true name appears to have been, 
Plania (which the poet altered to affect the Greek), 
who first seriously engaged Tihullua's affections, and 
secured the tribute of bis moat perfect elegies. In 
condition, she appears to bave been, like the Cynthia 
of Propertius, a hetsera, but of respectable parentage ; 
and in some passages she is spoken of as if a married 
woman. The poet, at any rate, found a bar to mar- 
with her of some kind; and probably the in- 
a richer as well as a more permanent 
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connection, induced her to tranafer hewelf to the 
wealthy spouae whom Tihullus pictures in his sixth 
elegy (Book i.) as deceived and outraged by her infidel- 
ities. But we ought to take Delia's self as painted in 
onr poet's first and happiest colours. The first six 
elegies of the first hook (with the exception of the 
fourth) tell more or less of his love for her, and are 
amongst the highest developments of his poetie power. 
His allusion in the fifth elegy to the beginning of her 
infiuence affords, at the same time, some clue to hei 
personal charms. In declaring that her spell is so 
potent that, though they have quarrelled, he cannot 
forget Delia amidst other charmers, he analyses the 
nature of her ascendancy. Was it — 

" By Bpella ! No, by fair shaulders, queenly clnmns. 
And golden locks, she lit tJiia witching flame ; 
Iiovely as to Htem-oaian Peleus' arms, 
On bridled fish the Nereid Thetis came," 

There are indications, too, that she could be kindly 
and affectionate, and possessed such influence over him 
through her tenderness, albeit short-lived and incon- 
stant, as to make him sit light on hopes of advancement 
from a patron, and rather disposed to spend his days 
with her in silken dalliance and in rural quietude. 
Eece signum : — 



" How sweet to lie and hear the wild winds roar. 

While to our breast the one beloved we stmiu 

Or, when the cold South'a sleety torrents pour, 

To sleep secure, lalled by the plashing rain ! 
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TbiR lot be niin p : let him be rich, 'tis fmr, 

Who bmvus the wrathful sea and tempests drear i 
I Oh, father perish gold und gems, than e'er 
One fair one for luy absence shed o. tear ! 

Daantless, Messala, scour the earth and main 

To deck thy home with warfare's apoils — 'tis well ; 

Me here a lovely maiden's charms enchain, 
At her hard duor a sleepless eentinel, 

Delia, I conrt not praise, if mine thou be ; 

Let men ery lout and clown — I'll bear tlie brand : 
In my last moments let me gaze on thee. 

And dying, clasp thae with my faltering hand." 

— (i. 45-60.) a 

It is a characteristic of TibulluB, beyond almost any 
other of his elegiac brotherhood, that a tender melan- 
choly breathea constantly through iiis poetry, and that 
the moat pleaaing pictures of serene content are anon 
overcloiided by a tinge of sad forecast. Indeed, he 
makes the uncertain but lowering future an argtunent 
for using the present opportunities of enjoyment. 
Thus, in the close of the elegy from which we have 
just quoted, he mingles gay and grave : — 
" Join we our loves while yet the fates allow : 

Qloom-ahronded Death wUl soon draw nigh our door. 
Dull age creeps on. Love's honeyed flatteries grow 

Out of all season, where the locks are hoar " — D. 

hut seemingly in the end allows the gay spirit to , 
predominate. Next apparently in order to the ahove 
elegy cornea one composed by Tibullua on his aickbed 
in Corcyra (El. iii., hk. 1), and nominally addressed 
to Measala, though the burden of it first and last is 



Delia, and Delia only. Out of it we glean not a few 
notices of Roman coatoma — e.g., the resort of Delia to 
tlie luck of the dice-box to ascertain, before be started, 
the prospects hei lover had of safe return, in spite of 
the faTourable nature of which she had wept oft and 
ominously ; the misgivings of the poet himself, based 
on ill omens; and the procrastination of bia voyage, of 
■which he laid the fault on the Jew's Sabbath being 
ill-starred for beginning a jouruey. Delia too con- 
Bolted, we find, the fashionable goddess of Eoman 
ladies of her period, Egyptian Isis, and clanged the 
brazen gistra, wherewith she was worshipped, with as 
much devout enthusiasm as the best of them. The 
poet assures himself that if her vows are beard, and 
the goddess answera het prayers, homage, and offer- 
ings, he shall rise from this bed of sickness, and, 
better than all, eschew war and its fatigues and alarms 
for the rest of his life-span. These, he suggests, are 
the indirect cause of his present serious illness ; and 
Bomfl fine couplets contrast, in Tihullua's own view, 
the reigns of peaceful Saturn and his war-and-death- 
loving son. In a strain of mild depression be goes on 
to ■write his own epitaph as prefatory to an unfavour- 
able termination to his malaily ; but it is amusing to 
note that he counts upon Elysium in the after-world 
on the score of bis true love atid etanchneas ii 
present life : — 

" But me, the facile child of tender Love, 
Will Venus waft to blest Elysium's plains, 
IVhere dance and song resound, and every grove 
Eings with clear-throated warblers' dulcet strains. 
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Here lands nntilled their richest treasures yield — 
Here sweetest casaia all nntended grows — 

With lavish lap the earth, in evety field. 
Outpours the blossom of the fragrant rose. 

Here bands of youths and tender maidens chime 
In love's sweet lures, and pay the nntiring vow ; 

Here reigns the lover, slain in youthhood'a prime, 
With myrtle garland lound his hononred brow." 

-{El. iii.) C. 

It does not become directly obvious why after tlus 
happy prospect the poet goes off at a tangent to an- 
other and less inviting portion of the after-world, the 
abode of the guilty in Tartarus, where Tiaiphono 
shakes her anaty treaaea, and Ision, Tityos, Tantalusj 
and the daughters of Danaua atone their treasons 
against Juno, Jove, and Venue. But the clue to the 
riddle is a little jealousy on the poet's part. He un- 
diaguisedly suggests that with these " convicts under- 
going sentence " is the heat place for a certain lover 
of Delia's, who took an undue interest in Tibullus's 
foreign eervico, and wished in his heart that it might 
be of long duration (iiL 21, 22). Too polite and too 
affectionate to hint that such ought to be her desti- 
nation also, if untrue to her tows to himself, the poet 
adroitly bids her fence about her chastity with the 
company of her trusty duenna or nurse, to tell her 
stories, and beguile the hours of lamplight with the 
distaff and the thread. Taking heart from this pretty 
pictore, which his fancy has wrought upon a pattern 
of Lucretian precedent, not out of date it would seem 
in good Eoman houses, though it might be imagina- 
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tive to connect it with Delia's, Tibullua seems to chajige 
hia mind about leaving his bones in Corcyra, or wing- 
ing hia spirit's flight to Elysium, and to prepare his 
mistress for hia unexpected return :■ — 

" So may I, when thy maids, with working spent, 
And prone to sleep, their task by tnrnH remit. 
Upon thee, as by Heaven's commission sent, 
Come suddenly, with none to herald it. 

And thou, in dishabille, thy locks astray. 
Barefoot to meet thy lover, Delia, run ! 

Goddess of mom, with rosy steeds, I pray, 

Bring on betimes that aU-auspicious sun." — D. 

Whether thus unheralded or not, Tibullua certainly 
realised his desire of a safe ret-urn to home and Delia. 
The second elegy in the printed order appears to suit 
the date of the year after this return — b.c. 29, and 
diaeovera our poet in anything but the happiest rela- 
tions with his mistress. Shut out, as was too often 
the lover's portion in the experience of the writers of 
Latin elegy, from his mistress's doors, and forestalled, 
it should seem, by a lover more fnvoured for the 
moment, he describes himself as solacing his chagrin 
in cups, and in prayers to Delia to have recourse to 
Venus for courage to elude her keepers. The goddess 
of good fortune is Venus, and "Venus helps the brave." 
Under her auspices, and in her ser^-ice, the poet makes 
light of his dangerous and unaeEisonable vigils : — 
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A ftg for troubles ; so my Deha'a door 

Ope, and her fingers snapt my entrance bid, 

Twere well, though, that each sex to pry forbore ; 
Tor Venus wills her laches to be hid."- 
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But lest Buch encouragementa ahoiild not sufBce to 
iuiluence his co; inamorata, or her fears of ofTendiug 
the so-called " hustiaiid," who withholds her from him, 
should become confirmed, 'fibullus adduces the assur- 
ances of a witch whom he has lately consulted to ebon 
that a way may be smoothed for their interviews as 
heretofore. Of this witch Tihiillua gives a highly 
poetic description : — 

" Hiir have I known the stars of heaven to charm, 

The rapid river's course by spells to turn, 
Cleave giaves, bid bones descend from pyres still warm, 

Or coax the Manes forth from silent urn. 
Hell's rabble now she calls with magic scream. 

Now bids them milt-sprent to their homes below ; 
At will Ugbts cloudy skies with sunskine's gleam, 

At will 'neath summer orbs collects the snow. 
Alone she holds Medea's magic lore : 

None else, 'tis said, kath power Hell's dogs to tame : 
She taught me chaimta, that wondrous glamour pour, 

If, spitting thrice, we thrice rehearse tke same." 

—(El. ii. 43-55) D. 

The services of this functionary Tibullus professes 
to have secured to throw dust in his rival's eyes, 
though for the matter of that he lets fall a hint that, 
had he preferred it, she could have given liim a spell 
that would enable him to forget her. But that was 
not his wish, the earnest desire rather of a lasting and 
mutual love. It would seem to be with a covert 
reference to his rival, a soldier probably, enriched with 
spoils and loot, and divided as occasion suited betwixt 
the fields of Venus and of Mara, that Tibullns drew 
the counterpart pictures of peace and war that follow, 



and wondered why, as hia deeirea were so simple, 
some adverse god denied him. their fruition. He can- 
not tax hia memory with, sacrilege or shght to Venus, 
and protests that if ho can have done any wrong 
unwittingly, he ia ready to make full atonement, 
Posaeased, however, of a conviction at whose door 
the estrangement of Delia is to be laid, he ends his 
elegy with a warning to the successful lovei that his 
turn ia to follow. This warning illustrates the fate 
of the triflet with affection and mocker of love, who 
in bis old age succumbs to its chains himself, and 
whom his neighbours see — 

" With quivering voice his tender flatteries frame, 
And trim with trembling bands bis hoary hair ; 
Lounge at the dear one's threshold, blind to shame, 
And stop her liaudmaids in the thoroughfare. 

While boys and youths thronged round with faces grave, 

Each spitting on his own soft breast in turn- 
But spare me, Venus, spare thy bonnden slave ! 
Why dost thou ruthlessly thy harvests bum 1" 

Thia apitting into the bosom, a coarse and auperstitioua 
deprecation of evil or distasteful objects and conse- 
quences, common to the ancients, and still common 
among the Greeks, means in thia ease contempt for 
the old lover caught in hia own toils, and may pos- 
sibly be meant to convey a sly bint to Delia that 
" Perchance her love to every one 
May make her to be loved by none." 

By the next year apparently, the date of the fifth 
elegy, matters are worse between Tibullus and Delia ; 
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but the poet has abandoned Ms profeesed uncoaceni, 
and, in liia diatractiou at lengthened separation, de- 
Bcribea himself in a bad way ; — 

" Driven like a top wtich boys, with ready art, 
Keep spinning round upon a level floor." 

—(EL T* 3, 4.) 

He descends from hia Tantage-ground of coraplaint, 
and makea a plenary rauantation, enumerating at the 
same time arguments of Bervioes rendered, such as 
nuTBing her through a long and serioua illness, and 
consulting enchantresses and approaching altaia with 
a view to her recovery. Fondly, he adds, ho had 
dreamed that the first-fruits of this would be the 
return of lier attachment, a reconciliation which wonld 
enable him to carry out a scheme of rural happiness 
lor the rest of their lives on his estate at Pedum, in 
which each should perform their appropriate household 
duties, and Delia's province should be undisputed rule 
over all the slaves bom in the house, himself included 
as the merest cipher. She was to discharge votive 
offerings to the rural god, to pay tithe and fiist-fruit 
for the folds and crops, and, vrhen the conquering 
hero Messala deigned to visit their retreat, to pluck 
him the sweetest apples from the choicest trees, and 
herself to wait upon him with a befitting banquet. 
The pretty domestic picture includes a vision of teem- 
ing baskets of grapes, and the same vats of pressed 
must which we read of in the ballad of Horatius as 
foaming " round the white feet of laughing girls." 
But, aighs TibuUus, this fancy sketch has come to 



TIBULLUS AND SIS LOVES. 113 

nought. East and south winds even now are bearing 
the fond dieam away. Another ia hiest, and reapa the 
fiuit of his own vowa and solicitude. In a companion 
elegy, which recent editors have seen fit to distinguish 
from that on which wo have just touched, the failure 
of Ms endeavours to console himself with some other 
&ir one, or drown care in the wine-cup, ia vividly de- 
aoribed ; and Delia's infatuation with her wealthier 
admirer attributed to the hired services of a witch, 
against whom Tibullus poura out a highly poetical 
volley of imprecations. Such a character, described 
as heralded by the aereech-owl'a hoot, and hungrily 
gnawing the bones which the wolves have discarded 
in the cemeteries, reminds one of the ' Pharmaeeutria ' 
in the Idylls of Theocritus, and Eclogues of Virgil, 
— or, more familiarly, of the Ghoules in the Arabian 
Nights. Still, however, thera are harder words for all 
others than Delia, whose accessibility to the "golden 
key" is lightly noticed, while upon the successful 
rival ia lavished a highly-drawn picture of the pros- 
pect awaiting him in the wheel of chance : — 
" E'ea now before her threshold not in vain 

An anxious lover stops and prowls ; nay, more. 
Looks round, pretends to pass, returns again, 

And stands and coughs before her very door. 

I cannot tell what Love may have in store — 
He works by stealth : but now enjoy thy dream, 

While Fate permits to worahip and adore ; 
Thy boat is gliding on a glassy stream." 

— (Y." 71-76.) C. 

Still less satisfactory are the relations of Delia and 
A.O.B.8., vol. iii a 
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Tibullus when next we meet them in thn sixth elegy; 
for now a year more has flown, and the poet is chang- 
ing Ilia tactics, and twitting the present possessor of 
Delia's affections with her inconsistency, of which no 
one has had more experience. She is now apparently 
married to her rich admirer ; but Tibullus has no idea 
of letting liim have an easy pillow — if, indeed, the elegy 
is meant for his perusal, and not rather as banter for the 
fickle mistress who has given the poet up. The tune, 
in either case, is not such as to present the poet in a 
pleasant or natural light, when he mockingly, and in a 
style reminding us of Ovid in hia 'Art of Love,' enu- 
merates his own past devices to gain access to Deha, 
and to foil her guards and duennas, and quotes his 
experience as worth buying, on the principle of setting 
a thief to catch a thiof. As, however, in such loves, 
it would be quite out of course to know one's own 
mind, it is not a surprise to find the poet, in another 
poem of the same year, evidently clinging to the hope 
of a reconciliation, even after what should have seemed 
an unpardonable affront and insidt ; and striving to 
ingratiate himself with Delia by favourable mention 
of her mother — "a golden old woman," because she 
has always looked kindly on his addresses — who, he 
hopes, may live many years, and with whom he would 
be quite content to go halves in the residue of years 
yet in store for him — though not, we conclude, in the 
sense of spending them with her. At any rate, he 
goes the length of saying that he shall always love her, 
and her daughter for her sake, though he would he 
glad if she could teach that daughtet to behave herself. 



TIBULLUS AlfD HIS L07£S. 

The mention of the ribbon (vitta), which confined the 
hair of freebom ladies before and after Bianiago to 
diatinguisb them from frailer siatere, and of the stole, 
whieb was a distinctive part of the Roman matron's 
dress, as forming no part of Delia's attire, seems to 
cast a donbt upon her having even up to this time 
formed any legal or permanent connection; and though 
he hopes the contrary, it is plain that Tibullus fore- 
easts for his Delia the fate of a fickle flirt, whose latter 
end is sketched at the close of tbe sixth elegy : — 

" For the falae girl, in want when youth has fled. 
Draws out with trembling hand the twisted thread. 
And forma of warp and woof her weary piece, 
Biting tbe tufta from off the anowy fleece. 
While bands of youth behold her, overjoyed. 
And swear she's marvellously well employed ; 
Venus on liigh disdains her every tear, 
And warns the faithless she can be severe."— C. 

So far as Tibullus was concerned, it wonld seem that 
his patience finally failed not very long after this was 
written, and biographers fill Delia's place, after the last 
rupture, with one who is unnamed in his poetry, and 
unnoticed by Ovid in hia references to Tibullua's loves. 
The heartless Glycora's connection with him rests, in 
fact, on a well-known ode of Horace ; nor c 
allusion to ber in it (Ode i. 33) amoont to much more 
than a philosophic counsel not to take on so, 
the perjured fair one has made a younger choice. Our 
poet seems to have met with his usual luck, perhaps 
because too sentimental and in earnest for the merce 
nary charmers with whom he came in contact. It baa 
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been supposed that the tUirteentli elegy of the fourth 
book may be a sample of the " miserable or dolorous 
elegie§ " which he wrote to her, and to which Horace 
alludes ; but if so, it " protests too much," exhibits 
too little independence, and rests too seriously upon 
Glycera for hia happiness, to be likely to hold her 
affections. Women of her class are not really of one 
mind with the love-sick wooer who wishes " the desert 
were hia dwelling-place, with one sweet spirit for his 
minister;" or, as Tibullus'a mode. of expressing the 
same sentiment is Englished — 

" Then the untrodden way were life's delight — 
Life's loved asylum the sequestered wood : 
Thou art the rest of cares : in mvrky night 
A radiant star, a crowd in aolitvde." — C. 

Glycera must have preferred a crowd of a m.ore normal 
character, for ere long (it would seem within four or 
five years alter the rupture with Delia) he ia found 
in the toils of the mercenary and avaricious Uemeais, 
to whom he addressed the love elegies of the second 
book. If his amour with Glycera may be dated b.o. 
24 or 23, the connection with Nemesis, who saw the 
last of liim, began about the year B.C. 21. It doea 
not seem to have had the excuse of such attroctiona 
as were possessed by Delia, for the poet is silent aa to 
her personal beauty, although she exercised that in- 
fluence over him, and made those exacting demands 
his finances, which bespeak a fascination quit* as 
overmastering. "When we first hear of her, she has 
ieft him for the country (El. iii. bk. 2), and as he 
jmts in the most exquisite of vignettes — 
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" Lo ! Venus' self has sought the liappy plains. 
And Love is taldng leaaona at the plough "~ 



■C. 



of course he needs must follow her, content to perform 
the most menial of peasant's duties, if onlj he may 
bask in hei sunshine. A precedent for such a couree 
is adduced in the mythic servitude of Apollo in the 
halls of 



" The fair Apollo fed Admetus' steers, 

Nor aught availed his lyre and locks nnahom ; 
No herbs could soothe his soul or dry his tears, 
The powers of medicine were all outworn. 

He drove the cattle forth at mom and eve, 
Curdled the milk, and when his task was done, 

Of pliant osiers wove the wicker sieve, 

Leaving chance holes through which the whey 
might run. 

How oft pale Dian blushed, and felt a pang. 
To see him bear a coif across the plain 1 

And oft as in the deepening del! he sang. 

The lowing oxen broke the hallowed strain." — C. • 

" Happy days of old," sighs the poet, " when the gods 
were not ashamed of undisguised bondage to Love ; " 
though, aa he adds — 

" Love's BOW a jest ; yet I, who bow to love. 

Would rather be a jest than loveless god." 

A tirade which follows in this poem against wai and 
lust of gain leads to the suspicion that now, as probably 
with Delia, some richer mercantile or military rival is 
in the poet's thoughts. The picture drawn of the spoils 
of land and sea, the foreign stone imported to Italy and 
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I dia^^ along Eoman thorouglifaies, and the moles, 
which fltem hitherto resistless aeaa, and protect the 
fish against tha sway of -winter, is set over gainst the 
aimpUcity of XibuUus'a ■menage and primitive establish- 
ment ; but, as if he know beforehand that her taste 
woold repudiate auch simpHcity, he affirms that if 
luxury and expense be the penchant of Kemesis, he 
will turn his thoughts to pillage and rapine, to procure 
her the meaus of it. His own tastes recoil from fashion 
and finery, and go back to the pastoral way of their 
anceetora, but he is prepared to sink his tastes — 
" That through tlie town Lis Nemesis may sail, 
Eyed of all eyes, for those rich gifts of mine — 
The Coan maidens' gauze-span robes and veil. 
Inwrought and streaked with many a golden line.*" 
— D. 
Such promises and professions were no doubt the con- 
dition of his retaining even a share in her favour, hut 
a misgiving arises that he competes at uneij^ual odds 
,with a richer upstart, of whom he bitterly hints — 
" The truth he told, he's now her bosom's lotd. 

Whom oft of old the slave-mart's rule compelled 

To lift to view, imported from abroad. 

The foot-aolte wiiich a tell-tale chalk-mark held." 

— D. 

Professions, however, in Tfemeais's school, ore nothing 

without practice. The more she exacts, the iastei 

becomes his bondage ; and he is not long in finding 

tliat it was a delusion to dream that songs and love- 

dittios would countervail more substantial presents — 

With hollowed palm she ever craves for gold." 



It is of no use for poets to rail gainst luxury and the 
fasldooable temptatioaa to female ; extravagance in 
Coan Tobea and Eed Sea pearls ; no use to set " the 
girl who gives to song what gold could never buy " over 
against her whose principle is to sell herself to the 
highest bidder, Nemesis is not the sort of mistress to 
be wrought upon by the " less or more " of posthumous 
regrets, and so Tibullus resigns himself to sacrifices 
which his instinct tells bim she will appreciate. If 
her cry of " Give, give " demands it, he protests — 

" My dear ancestral home I'll set to sale — 
My lionschold gods, my all for hur resign." 

After this protestation, addressed to such as ^Nemesis, 
it was simply a poetical surplusage to profess to be 
ready to drink any number of love-potions ; and it ia 
satisfactory to be able to think that even the sacrifice 
of hia patrimony came to no more than the figure of 
Bpeeeh that it was. iS^eraesis is incidentally mentioned 
in the complimentary "Elegy to M. Valerius MessaU- 
nus," of which mention has been made already, and 
of which the date was about B.C. 20, in terms that be- 
speak her influence over the poet's mind and muse, 
and imply that if he ia to live to celebrate in verse the 
family of Mossala, it will be through happy relations 
with her, his latest love. A year after — the year 
before that of his death — another elegy {vi. E. -ii.) re- 
presents him bont on following hia friend and brother 
poet, Macer, to the wara, by way of escaping Nemesis's 
caprices. Till now he has allowed hope of better 
treatment to sustain him, and even now he lays the 



120 



TIBULLVa. 



blame on a false and odioua go-tetween, who pleacla 
lier miatreBs'B illne^ or absence from home, when her 
voice gives the tie to the excuse. It ia characteristic 
c£ TibuUus that he finds it olmoet impossible to think 
any evil of hia unscrupnlous enslavers, and always 
creates a deputy, in the person of whom they receive 
his reproaches and curses. In the year B.a 18, it 
would appear, Tibullus auccumhed to repeated in- 
roads on a health always delicate, and died, as wq 
learn from Ovid, with his hand clasped in that of 
Nemeais. The picture of hia obsequies drawn by the 
author of the ' Amores ' may be in part a fancy 
sketch, where, for example, it repreaents Delia and 
^Nemesis embracing at tho funeral pyre, and the newer 
love waving the earher off with assurances that — 

" Dying, he clasped hia failing hand in mine ; " 

whilst Delia Mtered out that, in her reign, death and 
failing health were not so much aa thought of; hut it 
is consistent enough that the avaricious Xemesia may 
have closed hia eyes, and taken the alight needful 
paina to keep her ascendancy to the end. Whilst the 
chapter of Tibullua'a " generally unproaperous Jovee " 
cannot be regarded as in all reapects edifying, it is 
essentially part and parcel of his life and poetry, and, 
all thinga considered, redounds far more— in what has 
been seen — -to his credit and goodness of heart than to 
that of hia auccessive paramours. 
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Though on a, cursory glance it might appear that 
Tibnllus was wholly ahsorbed in Iiis loves, and when 
suffering depression through their ill succeea took a 
gloomy view of the world's moral government, no 
careful student of hia poetry can fail to notice how 
stanch an observer he was of the old rites and customs 
of hia fathers, and how much the punctual fulfilment 
of the ancient ritual of his country's religion, to say 
nothing of its later and foreign accretions, was a law 
to him. In keeping with this characteristic religious- 
ness, he duly reverenced with offerings of flra^f^uita 
the lone stump or old garland-wreathed atone which 
represented the god of the country in the fields or 
crossways, he duly kept tho holidays of the Roman 
Calendar, he offered to the Genius customary and 
propitiatory sacrifices on his own or his patrons' birth- 
days. Hence, aa well as for the collateral lore which 
pious performance of such ceremonies would accumu- 
late, one special phase of interest in hia poetry is, so 
to speak, antiquarian ; and modern readers may look 
to him not in vain for light upon at least the rustic 
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festiTalfl of Italy, some of which find a curioiis pftndlel 
in old En^jah costoms groving daily more nearly obso- 
lete. One very remarkable example is the Festival of 
the Amharvaha, to which Ttbullos devotes the first elegy 
of his second book, in a description which is, along 
with a well-known passage of the First Geoi^c of Vir- 
gil, a chief loctu dasgijrus tonching this rural celebra- 
tion. That which the poet describes must be regarded 
as the private festival held towards the end of April 
by the head of every family, and not the public and 
national feast performed by the Fratres Arvales in 
May. This festival, held in hononr not of Ceres only, 
as it might seem from "Vii^I, but of Mara also, aa we 
gather from Cato's treatise on Hustle matters, and, aa we 
learn from Catullus,. of Bacchus and the gods of the 
&mily, and even Capid, took its name from the chief 
feature — of the victim offered on the occasion being 
thrice solemnly led round the fields before the first 
sheaf of com was reaped, or the first bunch of grapea 
eat. In its train followed the reapers, vine-pruners, 
farm-servants, dancing and singing praise to Ceres or 
Bacchus, and making libations of honey, wine, and 
milk. The object was the purification and hollowing 
of themselves, their herds, their fields and firtiits, by 
the rural population of Latium ;, and it was supposed 
to keep plague and pestilence from the border which 
the procession perambulated. As to the victim, an 
earlier admission of Tibullus in the course of his 
poems lets us into the fact that with him, owing to 
his circumBtances, it was only a lamb, whereas richer 
I worshippers offered either a calf, or Bometimea a lamb, 



calf, and sow {movetauriUa) together; but in all casee 
tlie festival wound up with a carouBal and jollificiitioT) 
for all concerned, and furnished to the ruia! popula- 
tion a picturesque and looked-for annivereaiy. Those 
who are curious in finding parallels and origins for 
their own country's old customs will trace to the 
Amharvalia the " Gang-days " or walkings of the 
parish bounds in religious procession, which still 
linger in old English parishes and boroughs, and 
which at the Reformation were substituted for a 
festival celebrated in the Latin Church during three 
days at Whitsuntide. In this, one main object seems 
to have been to solicit God's blessing on the land and 
its crops ; and intimately connected with the cere- 
monial which led to Kogation Days being called 
Grang-days, was a customary procession. Feasting, 
alflo, and revelry, were not forgotten; though in the 
present day the sole surviving feature is, here and 
there, perambidation of the boundaries — a relic, doubt- 
less, of the very lustration of which Tibullus gives 
the prettiest picture extant. According to him, the 
whole fiice of nature was to keep holiday, whether 
animate or inanimate, in honour of Bacchus, Ceres, 
and their associate deities. Even women were to lay 
by their spindles, and with ablutions, purifications, and 
white raiment, place themselves in accord with ao pure 



" This festal day let soil and tiller rest ! 

Hang up the share, and give all ploughing o'er ; 

Unstrap the yokes. Each ox, with chaplets drest. 

Should feed at large a well-filled stall before. 
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See tiie doomed lamb to blaising altars led. 
White crowds behind with olive filletj bound ; 

That evil from our bordera may be aped, 

Thus, gods of home, we lustrate hind aud ground. 

That ye may fend from all mischance the awain, 
And frvm our acres banish blight and bale. 

Lest hollow ears should mock our hope of grain. 
Or 'gainst weak lambs the fleeter wolf prevaiL 

Bold in his thriving tilth the farmer then 
Logs on a blazing bearth shall cheerly pile ; 

And slaves, by whom their master's ease we ken, 

Frolic, and wattle bowers of twigs the while." 

— (C. ii. 1. 5-24.) D. 

From the immediate context we gatlier that, if the 
auapicea were favourable on the showing of this rural 
sacrifice, it waa a signal for general relaxation and 
merry-making. Tibullus would call for Falemiau of 
a prime old fai'and, and broach a caak of Chian to 
boot. The revelry which in hia view of things would 
appropriately follow, reminds one of the orgies in 
which, according to tho song, "no man rose to go till 
he was sure he could not stand." Constant toasting 
of absent friends and patrons induced a moistneaa and 
a reeling gait, which on this occasion was not a re- 
proach or shame, but quite the contrary. It was, saya 
Tibullus, a usage of primeval precedent in the golden 
age of man's innocency, when first the rural gods bore 
a band in instructing him to harvest hia fruits, and 
Bacchus assisted in organising the choral song and 
danca which celebrated such harvests. Even Cupid, 
who was country-horn and country-bred, should ha 
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bidden, he adds, to this rural cerBmonial, for it makes 
all the diffeience whethet tLe flock and its maatftr 
experience the smile or frown of the much -praised 
god:— 

" Great Cupid, too, 'tia aaid, was bom and nurat 

'Mongst sheep and cattle and unhroken mares ; 
There with imakilful how he practised firat,^ — 

Now what a skilful hand the weapon hears. 
Not cattle now, aa heretofore, his prey, 

But hlooming maids and men of stalwart frame ; 
He robs the youth and makes the grayheard say, 

At acornftd maiden's threshold, words of shame," 

But, if he comes, he is to leave aside his bow, and 
hide his torches. The date of this elegy is probably 
the year B.C. 23, 

In the fifth elegy of the second book, to which 
allnsion has been already made as that in which 
Mossala's eldest eon, Mcssalinus, is complimented on 
his election into the College of Fifteen, one pic- 
ture or episode of rural life describes the festival 
of the Palilia, This was a very ancient Italian holi- 
day, partaking even more than the Amharvalia of the 
character of a lustration, inasmuch as in it fire and 
water were used to purify shepherds and sheep, hinds, 
herds, and farm-buildings. This festival fell on the 
traditionary birthday of the city of Borne, and was 
kept in honour of Pales, the tutelary goddess of 
shepherds, such as were Eome'a founders. To her 
were offered prayers, and sacrifices of cakes, millet, 
milk, and various eatables, — one solemn preliminary, 
according to Ovid, being the composition of the smoke 
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with which stalls, sheep, and shepherds were purified. 
In the evening, after tho lustration, bonfires were 
lighted, through the Brooke of which the flocks were 
driven with their shepherds thrice ; a second purifica- 
tion, to which succeeded an open-air feasting on turf 
benches. To this festival, which ia fully described by 
Ovid in hia ' Fasti ' (iv. 731, &c.), allusion is made also 
in the Elegies of Propertius (v. iv. 75. Paley). The 
picture as given by Tibullua may be here represented, 
with a note or two, from the version of Mr Ccan- 
Btoun : — 

" On Pales' festival, the shepherd, gay 
With wine, shall sing : then wolves be far away. 
Wine-maddened, he will fire the stubble-heap, 
And through lite sacred flamts wilh ardour leap. 
His wife will hiing her boy his heart to cheer. 
To trifUch a kui, andpitll hisfatkei's air. 
Nor will the grandsire grudge to tend the boy. 
But prattle with the child in doting joy. 
The worship o'er, the youths upon the glade 
WiU lie heneaik some old tree's glancing xhade ; 
Or with their garments screen their rustic bowers, 
Fill fnll the bowl, and crown the wine with flowers ; 
Each bring his feast, and pile green turf on high, 
Turf that shall festive boaM and coach supply. 
Where drunk, the youth his sweetheart will nphiaidj 
And shortly after wish his words unsaid. 
Though hearidt now, he'll sober down to-morrow, 
Swear he was mad, and shed the tear of sorrow." 

— (C, p. fl^ 61) 

The italicised epithets have been inserted as mors 
literal, and the italicised Hues as needing illustration. 
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The custom of leaping tbrough the fire, under the 
notion of Iwing purified by the smoke, ie alluded to 
by Propertius litewiae ; and is said by Mr Keightley 
to be still kept up in parts of Ireland and Scotland. 
The seemingly disrespectful liberty taken by the child 
with his father's ears, is explained by the peculiar 
and playful kiss, given by a person to another wliose 
ears he held by way of liandles, which Greeks and 
Romans occasionally practised, and whiuh was called 
by the latter chutra. As to the old tree at the 
village centre, the cross-roads, or district boundary, it 
belongs to all time, and was the natural tryating-place 
fot the festival of Pales, as many an ancient oak or 
elm discharges a like oSice, or designates a like tryst, 
in our English counties. 

The Bcmpulonaness with which Tibullus kept these 
rural festivals, observed his dues to Ceres, Silvanus, 
and the Lares, and set up a Priapus in his orchard, 
accommodated against stress of weather by a shady 
grot, might or might not be taken as an argument that 
two elegies in the third and fourth books, alluding to 
the Matronalia, were from his muse, aud not another's. 
One so wrapt up in the country may have done all, 
when he bad discharged his duties to the deities pre- 
siding over it ; or, on the other hand, one who made 
BO much of birthdays and anniversaries, might have 
made a point of including among his special feasts the 
firat day of the first month (March) of the sacerdotal 
year, the festival Matronalia in honour of Juno, the 
goddess of married women, a season when not only 
husbands but lovers were woat to present their loves 
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with gifts, deaignated atrena, the etrennes of Nefl 
Year's Day in Paris. Tie first elegy of the third book 
draws a lively picture of the stir and bustle of a day 
not unlike St Valentine'a morning in its latest develop- 
ment ; and the second in the fourth book, an elegant 
and erotic performance, commends Sulpicia's beautj 
as she appears dressed foi this festivaL Neither, 
however, has the detail and the de&criptiveness of 
Tibidlus's pictures of the rural feasts. Both may well 
have emanated from one of Messala's set of proteges; 
but any one imbued with the tone and spirit of his 
genuine elegies will hesitate to admit these into that 
category. But thia same scrupulousness and exact- 
ness to which we have referred, besides attesting the 
religious spirit, according to the light that was in him, 
of Albius Tibullus, extended itself to hia civil status 
and conduct, in relation to the powers that then were. 
Not improbably he was at heart an old-fashioned 
waif and stray of tlie republic, for whom it was 
enough to bo admitted to the literary circle of that 
virtuous representative of the old Eoman nobles, Me»- 
sala ; and who, while acquiescing in the imperial rule 
from inability, and probably disinclination, to take a 
prominent or active part in politics or social matters, 
made a point of maintaining his independence, by 
keepir^ aloof from the cohort of the bards of liis 
empire. Though Ovid can elegise bis tuneful pre- 
decessor in strains which were no more than justly 
duo to one to whom his own poetry owed not S 
little, and imagine him in death associated with 
Catullus, Calvus, Gallus, and other poets, we do 
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not find TibulluB cultivating or even naming Au- 
gustua or liia ministers, or the members of his literary 
coteries. How much or little Horace know of him 
depends upon the genial Venusian's evidence in a 
single ode and a single epistle ; and that evidence does 
not go for much. There is nothing to prove that 
his goodwill was warmly reciprocated ; whUst Ovid, 
who was much junior to Tibullus, did not enjoy his 
personal friendship. There is, at all events, consider- 
able negative evidence that our poet valued and eher- 
iahed his independence ; and good ground for believ- 
ing that he maintainBd it Whether there is enougli 
to justify Dean Merivale's theory, " That he pined 
away in uJiavailing despondency in beholding the sub- 
jugation of his country," it would be hard to pro- 
nounce, in the face of his slightly unpatriotic and 
un-Eoman deprecation of military service, his fondness 
for ease and rustication, and his undeniable life of some- 
what Anacreontic self- pleasing; but on the other 
hand, there is ample gi'ound for the idea, hroached 
and shadowed forth by the same eminent historian, 
that Tibullus "alone of the great poets of his day 
renaained undazzled by the glitter of the Ciesarian 
usurpation." * Akin to this independence of principle 
is Tibullua's exceptional independence in literary 
style : whilst all his contemporaries were addicting 
themselves to Greek mythology and Alexandrine 
models, he stood alone in choice of themes and scenes 
best suited to bis purely Italian genius. His terse, 
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clear, simple language, as well as thoufjhtj distinguisli 
him equally from the learning and imagination of 
CatulluH, and the artiflcifd phraseology and constantly- 
involved constructions of Propertiua. He deserves the 
meed of natural grace and unrestrained simplicity, and 
ranks amongst his elegiac contemporaries as par excel- 
letiee the poet of nature. In some respects Mb genius 
might compare with that of Bums, though in othera 
the likeness fails; and perhaps it is owing to his 
limited range of suhjects that he has not been more 
translated into English. Dart's translation, as well 
as that of Grainger, is almost foi^tten ; the partial 
translations of Major Packe and Mr Hopkins quite so, 
A few neat versions of Tibullus which occur in ' Speci- 
mens of the Clasaie Poets,' are due to Charles Abraham 
Elton, the scholarly translator of Hesiod ; but it is 
to Mr Jamea Cranstoun that the English reader who 
wishes to know more of this poet than can be learned 
in a comparatively brief memoir and estimate, must 
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Of the youngest member of the elegiac trio it is not 
hard to approximate the birth-date and establish the 
birthplace. With reference to his full designation it 
will suffice to say that the name of Sextus rests on 
fair authority, whilst there is nothing but a copyist's 
blunder and confusion of our poet with Prudentius 
to account for the second name of " Aurelius " some- 
times erroneously given to him. As to the date of 
our poet's birth, Ovid tells us in his "Tristia"* 
that he was younger than Tibullus, but older than 
himself, so that whereas with Tibullus he had little 
time for intimacy, with Propertius he enjoyed a tol- 
erably close literary acquaintance. This would ena- 
ble us to place his birth somewhere betwixt b.c. 54 
and 44, and there is a probability that it was about 

♦ IV. X. 61-54. 
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B.C. 49. Like his predeceeaors in Eoman elegy, he 
was country born and \)yoA : niiraed in the Umhriaa 
town of Asisium in Upper Italy, amidst the pasturea 
of Mevunia, near the source of the Clitumnus, unless 
in preference to hia own evidence we choose to credit 
the comparatively modem story which connects the 
poet and hia villa with " Spello," the modern repre- 
aentativo of the ancient town of Hispellum in the 
same neighbourhood. Propertiua, indeed, is tolerably 
circumstantial on the subject where in his fifth book * 
he makes the old Babylonish seer, who dissuades Mm 
from attempting archaeological poems about " early 
Rome" and the like, evince a knowledge of his ante- 
cedents by telfing him — 

" Old Umbria gave thee birth— a spot renowned — ' 
Say, am I right? is that thy native ground ) — 
Where, dewy-moist, lie low Mevania's plains. 
Where steania the Umhrian lake with summer raine, 
Where towers the wall o'er steep AsiBiuru's hill, 
A wall thy genius Bhall make nobler etill." 

This account, it should be observed, is consistent with 
the poet's direct answer to the queries of his fnend 
TuUus concerning his native place at the end of ths 
first book, that — 

" Umbria, whose hill-border crowns 
The adjacent underlying downs, 
Gave birth to me — a land renowned 
For rich and finely-watered ground." i 

The steaming waters, which are called the Umhrian 



lake in the first passage, are doubtless the same which 
are credited with fertilising power in the second ; 
the same sloping river (as the derivation imports) of 
Clitunmus, which a scholiast upon the word in the 
second boob of Virgil's ' Geoi^cs ' declares to have 
been a lake as well as a river. The locale is of some 
importance, seeing that it enhances our interest if 
we can trace the lifelike scenes of Propertius's more 
natnral mnse to his recollections of the Umhrian 
home, from which he had watched the white herds 
of Clitumnua wind slowly stall-ward at eve, had heard 
the mnrmura of the Apennine forests, and gazed with 
delight on the shining streams and pastures of moist 
Mevania. Scarcely less so, if we can account for the 
exceptionally rugged earnestness of his muse by the 
reference to his Umbrian hlood, and the grave and 
masculine temperament peculiar to the old Italian 
races. In parentage, Propertiufl was of the middle 
class, the son of a knight or esquire who had joined 
the party of Lucius Antonius, and to a greater or leas 
extent shared the fate of the garrison of Perusinm, 
when captured by Octavius. A credible historian 
limits the massacre there to senators of the town and 
special enemies ; but the elder Propertius, if he came 
off with his life, was certainly mulcted in his property; 
for whilst there are some expressions of the poet to 
show that his sire's death was peaceful, though prem- 
ature, it is certain that a large slice of his patrimony 
had to go as a sop and propitiation to the veterans of 
Augustus. The poet's reminiscences of his early home 
must, like those of TibuUus, have been . associated 
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with tlie hardahipa of proacription and coKfiscation ; 
with early orphanage and forfeited lands ; with such 
Bhrunkca rents and d'ecimatcd acreage, as made a 
young man all the keener to bring his wits into the 
market, and perchance to develop talents which would 
have "died uncommended," had the atimulua of stern 
necessity not existed. In the same elegy * already 
allnded to, allusion ia made to the sweeping en- 
croachments of the ruthless " government meaeuriiig- 
rod," which made him fain, when he assumed the 
manly toga, and laid aside the golden amulet worn hy 
the children of the freebom or " ingenui," to relieve 
his widowed mother of the burden which his father's 
premature death had devolved on her, and to repair 
to Home with a view to completing his training for 
the bar. That he was obhged to content himself with 
an ordinary preparation, and to forego the higher 
Attic polish, is clear from an admission to his fiiend 
Tullust that he has yet at a much later period to 
see Athens ; but further, we may guess that his 
keeping tenns at the bar soon became only his osten- 
sible occupation in life, and that like young Horace 
the treasury clerk, and Virgil the suitor, and TibuHuB 
the claimant, the channel which led to real fame and 
competence was — poetry. 



" Then Phcehus charmed thy poet-soul afar 
From the fierce thnnderings of the noisy bar." 



Of how many modem divines, and essayists, and 
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teraleurs has not tlie original destination been similar, 
and similarly diverted ! It was essential, doubtless, to 
Propertius'e buccbbs in this divergent occupation and 
livelihood that he should find a, patron, to become to him 
what Mteeenaa was to Horace, and Messala to Tibullua, 
Xater on, he got introduced to the great commoner, 
prime minister, and patron, whose inner circle on the 
Esquiline assured distinction in letters to all its mem- 
bers : hut his first patron was Volcatius TuUua, the 
nephew of L. Volcatius Tullus, consul in ao. 33 and 
proconsul in Asia, who was of the poet's own age, and 
probably his uncle's lieutenant. To this Tullus are 
addressed several of the elegies of the first book, and 
it is reasonable to think that the link between patron 
and client was one of equal fiiendship. A little of 
the proper pride of the Umbrian rhymer comes out in 
what he writes to Miecenas, at a subsequent period, 
deprecating public station and prominence, and deli- 
cately su^esting that in eschewing these and loftier 
themes he does but im.itate the retiring modesty of 
his patron. 

Before, however, we discuss lis relations with patrons 
and contemporary poets, it wore well to glance at the 
sources and subjects of his trained and enidite muse. 
If ever epithet was fitted to a proper name, it is the 
epithet of " dootus " or " learned " in connection with 
thatof Propertius. More than Catullus, inijnitely more 
than TibuUus, Propertius was imbued with and bathed 
in the Alexandrian poetry and poets. Again and again 
he calls himself the disciple of the Coan Philetas, 
and his ambition was to be, what Ovid designates 
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II, the " Roman Callimachus." That this ambition 
waa detrimental at times to hia originality and true 
geniuB, there is abundant proof in the perusal of his 
elegies. Uis too much learning, his stores of Alex- 
andrian archfeology, overtiow upon his love-elegies in 
such wise as to impress the reader with the unreahtj 
of the erudite wooer's compliments, and to make him 
cease to wonder that Cynthia jilted Lim for a vulgar 
and loutish prictor. And this was not confined to his 
love-poems. Where he deals with Boman and Italian 
legends, he is apt to overeumber them with parallels 
from foreign mythlaud : and it may be said without 
controversy that where he faiJa in perspicuity, and 
induces the most irrepressible tedium, is in his un.- 
meaaured doses of Greet mythology. 

It is the general opinion of scholars that the essen- 
tially Roman poems of Propertius were hia first at- 
tempts in poetry, and that he took the lost "Dreams," 
as he styles that poet's epic, of Callimachus for his 
model of their style. If so, it is no less probable that 
the self- same themes occupied his latest rause, the 
mean space being given up to his erotic, and, par ex- 
cellence, hie Cynthian elegies. From his own showing 
the brilliant and fascinating mistress who bewitched 
him, as I^sbia and Delia (we call all three by their 
poets' nojm de plume) had bewitched Catullus and 
Tibullus, was the fount and source, the be-all and 
end-all, of hia poetic dreams atid aspirations. Ifever- 
theless, it may be doubted whether Propertius did 
not give, in some of hia poems on early Rome, 
earnests of a more erudite, if a less attractive, bal- 
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ladic gift, than the more facile Ovid, whose 'Fasti' 
have cast into shade his predecessor's experiments in 
turning the Roman Calendar into poetry. Reserving 
the story of his loves for another chapter, it will be 
advisable that in the present we should confine our- 
selves to the record of his life and career, indepen- 
dently of that absorbing influence. It was no doubt 
a turning-point for him, when Propertius gained in- 
troduction and acceptance into the literary coterie of 
Maecenas. Although his difference in age, and his 
probably less courtly manners and temper, interfered 
with his admission to the same close intimacy as the 
lively Venusian in the minister's villa and gardens 
on the Esquiline, there is abundant internal evidence 
that he was welcomed there not only for his merit as 
a poet, but also for the special purpose of all the in- 
troductions to that brilliant circle — ^namely, to nurse 
and raise up a meet band of celebrants of the vic- 
tories and successes of Augustus. In an elegy * which 
evinces the depth and breadth of his archaeological and 
mythologic lore, the poet is found excusing his in- 
ability to write epics or heroics, though he adds that, 
could he essay such themes, it should be to commem- 
orate the deeds of the victor at Actium, the triumphs 
in which golden -fettered kings were led along the 
Via Sacra, and the praise of his stanch friend and 
servant — 

" In time of peace, in time of war, a faithful subject 
aye." 

* II. i. 
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In the same epirit ia breathed the address to the ivan 
patron in the ninth elegy of the fourth book, wheie, 
deprecating heroic poetry, Propertiua gracefully pro- 
fesses hia readiness to rise to the height of that high 
argument, if Miecenas will set him an example of 
conquering his own innate dislike to prominence, and 
assume hia proper rank and position. If it is true of 
the patron that — 

" Though Csoaar ever gives the ready aid, 

And wealth profusely proffered never fails — 
Thou shrink'st, and humbly seek'st the gentle shade. 
And with thine own hand reeffit thy bellying siuIb"— 

the poet-client inainuatea that it ought to be enougli 
for himself — 

" Enough, with sweet Callimachita to plenae, 
And lays like thine, O Coan poet, weave ; 
To thrUl the youth and fire the fair with these. 
Be hailed divine, and homage meet receive." 

Indeed, if ever his instinctive conviction of his propor 
metier is shaken by the importunities of those who 
would have won him over to the laureateship of the 
imperial eagles, he speedily and wisely recurs to his 
first and better judgment. It may be he had discovered 
that to cope with such a task he needed greater plasti- 
city of character than accorded with his Umbrian origin 
— that he would have to smooth over defects, and mag- 
nify partial successes. Even where in the first elegy 
of the third book he seems to be qualifying for the 
office, and preluding his task by graceful compliments 
to Augustus, not only do the spectres of the slaughtered 
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Crasai come unbidden across the field of compliment 
opened by the empetor'a auccessea in the East, but 
chronology satiafieB the reader that poetic ilouriahes 
about vanquished India, and about " Arabia's homes, 
untouched before, reeling in grievoua terror," could 
not rearrange or unsettle the order of fate, that not 
very long, probably, after the cwmpoaition of thia elegy 
the expedition sent against Arabia under the command 
of ^liua Gallus ahould come to unlooked-for defeat 
and disaster. Propertiua's sounder mind falls ever 
back upon themes that involve no such risk of mis- 
adventure from flattery or false prophecy ; and if he 
plumes himaelf for a higher flight, it ia in the strain 
of undisguised deprecation of his daring — 

"As when we cannot reach the head of statues all too 

high, 
We lay a chaplet at the feet, so now perforce do I, 
Unfit to climb the giddy heights of epic song divine, 
Ib humble adoration lay poor incense on thy ahrine : 
For not as yet my Muse hath known the wells of Asora'a 

Permessos' gentle wave alone hath kved the limbs of 
Love. —(III. i. odjin.) 

It is hard to conceive with what justice, when such 
was the poet's deprecation of the court laureate's task 
(to say nothing of other inconsistencies in the theory), 
it can have occurred to some critics and speculators to 
identify Propertius with the " bore " who pestered 
Horace through the streets and ways, aa he describes 
in his satire.* The weight of Dean Merivale's name 
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and knowledge may, it is true, impart strength to 
this conjecture ; but assuredly a fair oompariBoa of 
all the data we can collect ftom external and in- 
ternal sources towards the life of Propertiua doea 
not lead to the conclusion that he was om 
to intrude himself on the great or the snccess- 
fol, or that lack of opportunities of introduction to 
the court of Augustus, or the villa and gardens of 
Mtecenas, drove Lim to annoyance ajid importunity 
of such as had the entrSe to either. It has always 
seemed to us a strong note of difference, that Horace's 
babbling fop is represanted as addressing his victim 
in short cut-and-dried interjective remarks, the very 
opposite of the high-sounding, learned, and perhapi 
stilted language which might have been expected of 
PropertiuB, a poet who, one should fancy, spoke, if ha 
did not care to write, heroics — even as Mra Siddons is 
said to have been, and talked, the queen, even off the 
stage. Considering the ileld open to him, and the 
invitations profusely given to him, this poet is entitled 
to the credit of extreme moderation as regards tha 
incense heaped, after the fashion of his poetic con- 
temporaries, upon the shrine of Angustua. His noted 
poem on the " Battle of Actium " * is a fine and 
grand treatment of a theme upon which to have been 
silent would have been as much an admission of in- . 
ability to hold his own as a poet, as a proof of indif- 
ference or disloyalty to the victor in that famous fight; 
and who of his contemporaries would have thought 
anytliing of the pretensions of a bard who did not 
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embody in such glowing verse as he could compose 
the engrossing subject of tlie discomfiture and subse- 
quent tragedy of Cleopatra 1 There is little heed to 
be paid to the inference from the name of Propertius 
not being mentioned hy Tibullus or Horace, that either 
held bJTTi in contempt, the fomier because he resented 
his claiming to be the Eoman CiiUimachus. As we 
have seen, Tibullus did not afTect Alexandrine erudi- 
tioa ; and Propertius is entitled to his boast without 
controversy on Tibullus's part, though he might have 
found it hard to maintain it seriously in the face of 
Catullus. But of that poet's fame his elegies make 
but a small portion ; and we are to remember that what 
Propertius prides himself upon was the introduction 
of the Greek or Alexandrine elegy into Latin song. 
If neither Tibullus nor Horace names him, at least 
Ovid makes the amend for this ; and the fact that the 
poet is equally silent as to them, need not be pressed 
into a proof of insignificance, or churlishness, or lite- 
rary jealousy, seeing that he is proven to have known, 
appreciated, and mingled familiarly with other scarcely 
less eminent poets of the period, not to omit his gen- 
erous auguries of the' epic poems of his friend Vii^;iL 
With Ponticus, a writer of hexameters, and author of 
a lost Thebaid, he was on terms of pleasant Iriendship, 
and not of rivalry in poetry or in love. He could 
pay gnuieful compliments to the iambics of his cor- 
respondent Eassus, though not without a feigned or 
real suspicion that that poet's design in seeking to 
widen the range of his admiration for the fair sex was 
an interested motive of stepping into Cynthia's good 
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graces. As to Vii^l, PropertiuB, in an elegy to a 
tragic poet Lynceus (who probably owes the preaer- 
vatiott of Ilia name to hia having preeumed to flirt 
■with Cynthia at a banquet), commends that great poet 
as being more fruitfully and worthily occupied; and 
commemorates hia poetic achievements ia Btrains that 
have not the faintest leaven of jealousy or grudge : — 

" But now of PhcEbua-gnarded Actian Bhote, 
And Cfflsar's valiant fleets, let Virgil eing, 

Who rouses Troy's .ffineas to the fray, 

And reora in Bong Iiavinium's walla on high : 

Yield, Eoman writera — barda of Greece, give way — 
A work will Eoon the Iliad's feme outvie. 

Thou sing'st the precepts of the Aacrsean sage. 
What plain grows corn, what monniain snita the vine— 

A strain, Virgd, that might well engage 
Apollo's fingers on hia lyre divine. 

Thou aing'flt beneath Galcesua' pine wood abodes 

IThyxaia and Daphnis on thy well-wom reed ; 
Anil how ten applea can seduce the maids. 
And kid from nnnulked dam girla captive leai 



Happy with apples love bo cheap to buy ! 

To fluch may Tityma sing, though cold and ccy ; 
happy Corydon ! when thou mayat try 
Alexia fair — his master's joy. 

Though of his oaten pipe he weary be, 
Kind Hamadryada still their bard adore, 

Whose strains will charm the reader'a ear, be he 
Unlearned or learned in love's delightful lore." 

-(C. III. Ksvi.) 
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Our quotation ia from Mr Cranstoun'a well-consider(id 
version, wliich in this instance embodies and repre- 
Bents the rearrangement of the original elegy by Mr 
IJunro. It givea us allusions ia inverted sequence 
to the 'jEneid,' the 'Geotgiea,' and the 'EcIoguea,'and 
contains a reference to the neighbourhood of Taren- 
turn, which draws from the editor of Lucretius the 
remark that Virgil may have taken refuge thereabouts 
in the days when he and his father lost their lands 
along with other Mantuans. " Wben I was at Taren- 
tum some months ago, it struck me how much better 
the scenery, flora, and silva of these parts suited many of 
the 'Eclogues' than the neighbourhood of Mantua." * 
It is needless to say that the " precepts of the Ascnean 
Heaiod " refer to Vii^il'a imitation of that poet in his 
' GeoTgics,' whilst the names of Thyrsis, Daphnis, 
Coiydon, and Alexis recall the ' Eclogues,' and Tity- 
rus repreaenta Virgil himself. Galesus, celebrated also 
by Horace on account of its £ne-fleeced sheep, was a 
little river in the neighbourhood of Tareutum, ap- 
parently the locahty in which some of the ' Eclogues ' 
were written. 

Amongst other less specially literary friends of Pro- 
pertiuB, to whom hia elegies introduce us, were jElius 
Gallus, already mentioned as the leader of an ill-starred 
expedition to Arabia; Poathumua, who, according to 
our poet in El. IV. xii., left a faithful wife for another 
campaign to the East, and whose wife's laments are 
supposed to be described in the pleasing third elegy 
of the fifth book, that of Arethusa to Lycotas. Of 
* Journal of Philology, vi. 41. 



144 



PROFERTIVS. 



Volcatius Tullua and liis pntroiiflge we have takeu 
notice above. The poet's elegies to him * affectiou- 
atelj speed his paiticg for the East, and in due 
course long to welconie his return to the Eome of 
his friende and ancestors. The hist supplies, inci- 
dentally, evidence that Propertius had not, up to the 
date of it, visited Athens ; and it is very donhtful 
whether — though in TV. xsi. he seems to contemplate 
a pilgrimage thither in the fond hope that length of 
voyage may make him forget his untoward loves, and 
though in I. XV, he gives a graphic picture of the 
dangers and terrors of a storm at sea — he ever really 
left hia native shores, or indulged in foreign travel 
There is much reason to agree with Mr Cranstoun that 
the absence of direct testimony on this point negatives 
the supposition ; and his periodical threats of taking 
wing, and thrilling picture of perils of waters, may 
perhaps he interpreted as only hints to his mistress 
to behave herself, and suggestions of desertion, which 
she probably valued at a cheap rate from a knowledge 
of her influence and attractions. Though full of the 
mythic lore of Greece, the poetry of Propertius betrays 
no eyewitness of its ancient cities or learned seats; 
and it is a more probable conclusion that he was a 
stay - at-home, though not unimaginative, traveller. 
His continued attachment to Cynthia — a long phase 
in hia life-history to be treated separately — tends to 
this conclusion ; and wo know so little of him after 
the final rupture with her, that silence seems to con- 
firm the unlocomotiveness of his few remaining years. 
• I. vi. and IV. iiii. 
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In one bo wedded to Greek traditions, n treading of 
classic soil must have reawakened long-banished song ; 
but Propertiua died comparatiyely young, like Catul- 
lus and Tiliullus, and he probably ceaeed to write and 
to live about the age of thirty-four, or from that to 
forty. Though Pliny's gossip credits him with lineal 
desccEdants — which involves a legal union after Cyn- 
thia's death — -there is everything in his extant remains 
to contradict such a. story. He doubtless sang his 
miatreSB in strains of exaggeration for which one makes 
due allowance in gleaning his slender history; but 
substantially true was his constant averment that 
Cynthia was his last love, even as she was his first. 
It is irresistible to cling to the belief that tlie com- 
paratively brief space of life he lived without lier and 
her distracting influences was the period of his finest 
Koman poems, and of the philosophic studies to which 
his Muse in earlier strains looked forward. He is 
supposed to have died about B.C. 15. In his poetry 
he contrasts strongly with Lia co-mates CatuUua and 
Tibullus. As erotic as the fi.rst, he is more refined 
and less coarse without being loss fervent. On tht- 
other hand, he can lay no claim to the simplicity and 
nature-painting of Tibullus, though he introduces into 
his verse a pregnant and often obscure crowding of 
forcible thoughts, expressions, and constructions, which 
justify the epithet that attests his exceptional learn- 
ing. In, strength and vigour of verse he stands pre- 
eminent, unless it be when he lets this learning have 
its head too unrestrainedly. And though the verdict 
of critics woidd probably be that he is Lest in the love 
A.c.a.s. vol iii. e 
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elegies, and in the less mythologic portions of these, 
where pathos, fervour, jealous passion supply the 
changing phases of his constant theme, it may be 
doubted if some of the more historic and Eoman 
elegies of the fifth book do not supply as fine and 
memorable a sample of his Muse, which inherited 
from its native mountains what Dean Merivale desig- 
nates " a strength and sometimes a grandeur of lan- 
guage which would have been highly relished in the 
sterner age of Lucretius." His life and morality were 
apparently on the same level as those of his own gen- 
eration; but if a free liver, he has the refinement to 
draw a veil over much that Catullus or Ovid would 
have laid bare. And though his own attachment was 
less creditable than constant, that he could enter into 
and appreciate the beauty of wedded love, and of care- 
ful nurture on the elder Eoman pattern, will be patent 
to those who read the lay of Arethusa to Lycotas, or 
peruse the touching elegy, which crowns the fifth 
and last of his books, of the dead Cornelia to iEmilius 
Paullus. 
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As with Catullna and Tibullns, there would be scant 
remains of the poetry of Propertius — scant materials 
for a biography of him — if his lovea and the story of 
them were swept out of the midst. With the poets of 
his school Love was the piime motive of aong; and he 
was truly a sedulous example of his own profession : — 

" Many have lived and loved their life away ; 
Oh, may I live and love, then die ae they ! 
Too wealt for fame, too slight for war's stem rule, 
Fate hade me learn in only Love's soft school." 

—(I. vi. 27.) M. 

Yet it moat be confessed that, however forcible and 
fervid the verse in which he commemorates this love, 
the results fail to impress ns with the same reahty and 
earnestness as his predecessors, partly perhaps because 
" he makes love by book," and ransacks the Greek 
poets and mythologists for meet comparisons with his 
mistress ; and partly because occasionally bis verses 
betray the fickleness of a man of plcasim! and gal- 
lantry, whose expressions and protestations are to be 
taken only at their worth. Famous aa the elegies 
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to Cynthia have become in after-time, and customary 
as it ia to regard Propertiiis as the sympathetic friend 
of ill ■ used loverB, we fear that Cynthia had too 
much justification for her inconstancy in hia be- 
haviour ; and that however tragic hia threats and 
resolutions, his passion for her was much less absorb- 
ing and earnest than that of Catullus for Lesbia, or 
Tibullua for Delia. Ilia own confession (IV. xv. 6) 
acquaints us with an early love-passage for a slave-g^l, 
Lycinna, before he was out of his teens ; and though 
he assures Cynthia that she has no cause for un- 
easiness lest thb passion should revive, a number of 
casual allusions make it manifest that at no period 
was he exclusively Cynthia's, though her spell no 
doubt was strongest and most enduring, Wbo, then, 
was this lovely provocative of song, to whom love- 
elegy is so much beholden ? It seems agreed that 
the name of Cynthia is a complimentary disguise, like 
those of Deha and Lesbia : and according to Apuleius, 
the lady's real name was Hostia, derived from Hostius, 
a sire or grandsire of some poetic repute, and not im- 
probably an actor or stage -musician, — an origin which 
would explain hor position as bom of parents of 
the freodman class. It would be consistent too with 
the tradition of her accomplishments and cultiva- 
tion, which we find from Propertius to have bean 
various and considerable, as indeed they had need 
to be, to appreciate the compliments of a bard whose 
escritoire must have teemed with classical and mytho- 
logical parallels for her every whim and humour, for 
every grace of her form and every charm of her mind. 
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To borrow his manner of speech, Phoebus had gifted her 
with song, Calliope with the Aonian lyre : she excelled 
in attractive conversation, and combined the char- 
acteristics of Venus and Minerva. It cannot have 
been in empty compliment that Propertius styles her 
" his clever maid," and prides himself on his success 
in pleasing her in encounters of wit and raiUery, or re^ 
gards her appreciation of " music's gentle charms " as 
the secret of his favour in her eyes. The whole tone 
of his poetic tributes bespeaks a recognition of her 
equality as to wit and intellect, and we may fairly 
cre'dit her with the mental endowments of the famous 
Greek hetserse. Amongst her other attractions was a 
skill in music and dancing, commemorated by the poet 
in II. iii. 9-22 :— 
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Twas not her face, though fair, so smote my eye 
(Less fair the lily than my love : as snows 

Of Scythia with Iberian vermil vie ; 
As float in milk the petals of the rose) ; 

Nor locks that down her neck of ivory stream. 
Nor eyes — my stars — twin lamps with love aglow ; 

Nor if in silk of Araby she gleam 

(I prize not baubles), does she thrill me so 

As when she leaves the mantling cup to thread 
The mazy dance, and moves before my view. 

Graceful as blooming Ariadne led 
The choral revels of the Bacchic crew ; 

Or wakes the lute-strings with -^olian quill 
To music worthy of the immortal Nine, 

And challenges renowned Corinna's skill, 
And rates her own above Erinna's line." — C. 




The quatrains above quoted expriss the two-fold 
charm of intellectual and physical grace, and, with 
lover-liko caution, weigh warily the preponderance of 
compliment to either side of the balance. If Cynthia's 
dancing is graceful as Ariadne's, and her music recalls 
the chief female names in Greek lyric poetry, Pro- 
pertius introduces a subtle and parenthetic make- 
weight in praise of her exquisite complexion (which 
he likens, after Anacreon and Virgil, to roae-leavea 
in contact with milk, or " vermilion from Spain 
on anow"), her flowing ringlets, and her star-like 
eyea. Elsewhere he sings explicitly of her form and 
figure: — 

" The yellow hair, the slender tapering hand, 
The form and carries as Jove's sister's, grand ;" — D. 

or again twits the winged god, Cupid, with the loss 
to the world he will inflict if he smite hi-m with his 
arrows : — 

" If thou shoiddat slay me, who is left to hymn 
Thy glory, thongh tie champion he hut sUght, 

'Who praises now her locks and fingers slim. 

Her footfall soft, her eyes as dark as night ? " — D. 

With those and many more hints for a portrait of his 
lady-love, to be gleaned &om Propertius's impassioned 
description, it is no marvel tliat he was so plain-spoken 
in declining solicitations of Maacenas to exchange 
the elegy for the epic. To quote Mr Cranstoun on 
this subject in his version of the first elegy of the 
BBcond book : — 



" It 13 Eot from Calliope, nor is it from Apollo, 
But fcom my own sweet lady-love my inapiration 
springs. 

If in resplendent parple robe of Cob my dai'ling dresses, 
I'll fill a portly volume with the Coan gamient'B praise : 

Or if her truant tresses wreathe her forehead with caresses. 
The tresses of her qneenly brow demand her poet's lays. 

Or if, perchance, she strike the speaking lyre with ivory 
fingers, 
1 marvel how those nimble fingers run the chords along ; 
Or if above her slumber-drooping eyes a shadow lingers. 
My trancfed mind is aure to- lind a thousand themes of 
song. 

Or if for love's delightful strife repose awhile be broken. 
Oh ! I conld write an Iliad of onr sallies and alarms ; 

If anything at all she's done— if any word she's spoken — 
From out of nothing rise at once innumerable charms." 

A charmer with so perfect a tout eneemble was cer- 
tain to command the passionate admiration of bo 
intlammablB a lover ; and hence the history of hia 
erotic poetry consiata in an alternation of his rap- 
tures, his remonstrances, his despairs, according as 
Gyntliia iras kind, or volatile, or cruel. And to tell 
the truth, a lover of Cynthia could have had little 
smooth sailing on a sea where the winds of jealousy 
■were evermore rising to a hurricane. He may not 
have been worthy of ideal fidelity, hut certainly from 
tlie traits we have of Cynthia's faulty character, she 
must have given her bard and lover only too much 
cause for uneasiness. Fitful in her fancies, alike jeol- 
ooa and inconstant, she ve& expensive in her tastes, 
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her addiction to dress, uiiguenta, and 
ornamenta ; and a victim to the indulgence of the 
wine-cup, though tlie poet does not seem to have 
found 80 much fault with this, as with her partiality 
i: for the foreign worship of Isia, for which it will be 
K^ecollected that Delia also had a weakness. All these 
ppioclivities suggeat the coatlinesa of such a union as 
that which, as far as we can judge, subsisted between 
Propertiua and Cynthia, — not a union recognised by 
law, but a connection occupying the borderland be- 
tween recognised respectability and open vice. "^Vhilst 
a touching elegy (II. vii.) congratulates Cynthia on 
the throwing out or poetponement of a law which 
would have obliged Propertius to take a wife and to 
desert his mistress, it is obvioua that he enjoyed his 
immunity at a very costly price, to say nothing of her 
keen eye to the main chance, which made him justly 
fearful of the approach of richer admirers. Mr Crans- 
toun infers from the twentieth elegy of the fourth 
took " that a marriage of some sort existed between 
Propertius and Cynthia, in which the rights and 
duties of the contracting parties were laid down and 
ratified;" and doubtless such compacts were really 
made at Bomo, oven where, as in this case, legal matri- 
mony was out of the queation. But the bond was of a 
shifting and elastic nature ; and if Propertius hugged 
his chain, it must have been with a grim sense nt 
times of the cost and disquiet which it entailed upon 
him. Cynthia was dresay and extravagant, and if 
flhe took the air, loved to tire her hair in the newest 
fashion, wear the diaphanous silk fahrics of Cob, and 
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to indulge in perfumes from the banks of the Syrian 
Orontes. Her poet perhaps may have had a doubt 
whether these adornments were all for his single sake, 
and this may have given a point to the praises of 
simplicity and beauty unadorned, which in several 
elegies gem his poetry. Thus in El. ii., B. I. : — 

" With purchased gauds why mar thy native grace. 

Nor let thy form on its own charms depend ] 
No borrowed arts can mend thy beauteous face ; 

No artist's skill will naked Love befriend. 
See of all hues the winsome earth upsends. 

How ivy with no training blooms the best ! 
How rarest grace and growth the arbute blends 

In mountain dells remotest, loneliest ! 
' And streams that glide in wild unstudied ways. 

And shores with native pebbles glistering. 
Outvie the attempts of art : no tutored lays 

Sound half so sweet as wild bird's carolling." — D. 

It is indeed hardly to be wondered that poetry of 
so didactic a strain had slight influence upon a lady 
of Cynthia's proclivities. Whilst there were others, 
if Propertius failed her, who, if they could not dower 
her with song or elegy, had purse-strings to relax at 
her bidding, when 

" For fan a peacock's tail she now demands. 
Now asks a crystal ball to cool her hands ; 
Begs me, grown wroth, to cheapen ivory dice. 
And Sacra Via's glittering trash " — 

and were fain to win her smiles by lavish presents 
from the fancy-ware shops of that frequented lounge. 



154 PROPERTIUB. ' 

— it was labour lost in the poet to preach to one, who 
weighed her lovers by their purses, of Eomulean eim- 
plicity, or to sigh- — ■ 

" Would none were rich in Rome, and Cesar's self 
Could be content in straw-built hut to dwell ! 
Our girls would then ne'er barter charms for pelf, 
But eveiy home of houry virtue tell." 

-{iir.vii.)C. 

Yet he eoiild not forbear to address her over and anon 
in verses, now complimentary, now spiteful, and not 
seldom a mixture of both in pretty equal proportions. 
One of his complaints against her is that she dyes 
her hair and paints her face ; for which causes, in all 
exaggerated strain of fault-finding, he likens her to 
the " woad- stained Britons."* Where in the same 
passage he tows vengeance against those "who dye 
their own or wear another's hair," he testifies to the 
prevalence of a mistaken resort to hair-dyea on the 
part of the fair sex in all ages, as well aa, we may 
add, to the consensuB of the lords of the creation 
against such disfigurement of nature's gifts ; yet it is 
just possible, from several hints here and there in the 
Elegies, that Cyntlda was driven by the inroads of 
time to these resorts. According to one reading of 
El, xxiv. 6 in the third book, her poet represents 
her as " treading with aging foot the Appian Way ; " 
and there are several other passages which render it 
probable that she was older than Propertius, whom 
we know that she predeceased : if so, it was in 
■III. ix. 6. 
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keeping with her character and avocations that she 
should repair the ravages of time, and seek to disguise 
her grey hairs and her crow's-feet. Whatever her 
years, however, her spell must have heen more than 
commonly lasting; for seldom have a lover's verses 
recorded so many and diverse endeavours to win, 
retain, or recover his mistress's good graces, as the 
first four books of the Elegies of Propertius. And 
this in spite of several drawbacks which usually 
estrange or impair love. Though he had saws and 
instances by the score to quote against the abuse of 
wine, Cynthia is an exception to the general rule : — 

" Though beauty fades, and life is wrecked by wine, 
Though wine will make a girl her love forget. 
Ah I how imchanged by cups this maid of mine ! 
Unspoilt ! unhurt ! drink on, thou'rt beauteous yet ! 

Whilst low thy garments droop towards the bowl. 
And with unsteady voice thou read'st my lay. 

Still may the ripe Falemian glad thy soul, 
And froth in chalice mellower every day." 

—(III. XXV.) D. 

Though he is ever more or less a prey to jealousy 
not without foundations, and suffers no slight pangs 
from stumbling upon her in company with those 
convenient " cousins " whom all flirts from time im- 
memorial have " loved in a sisterly way " — 

'^ Sham cousins often come, and kiss thee too. 
As cousins always have a right to do ; " 

—(II. vi. 7, 8.) 
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or, worse still, from learning that he is excluded for 
Uie sake of a, rich and atupid prxtor from Illyria, of 
whom he writes — 

" From tbe Illyriaa land the other day 

Your friead the prtetor haa returned, I leom. 
To you a fruitful source of welcome prey. 
To me of ineipresBible 
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Tet reap the proffered harveat, if you're wise — 
And fleece, while thick his wool, the silly sheep ; 

And when at last in beggaiy he lies, 
For new niyriaa bid him cross the deep — " 

-(III. vii,) C. 

iu spite of these proYoktng rebuffs and infidelities, the 
poet still courts aud sighs for his inconstant charmer ; 
and whether she be near or far, follows her in fancy and 
with the breath of cultivated song. Allowance must 
of course be made for the change of winds in the 
ootirse of a love which could not be said even by 
courtesy to run smooth. It is a rare phenomenon to 
iiod Propcrtius in such bliss and rapture as the fol- 
lowing lines betoken : — 

" With me if Cynthia sink in longed-for sleep, 
Or spend the livelong day in daUianoe fain, 
I see Pactolus' waters round me sweep. 
And gather jewels from tbe Indian Tn ajn , 
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My jcija then teach me kings must yield to me ; 

May these abide till Fate shall close my day! 
Who cares for wealth, if love still udrerse be t 

If Venus frown, ho riches far away ! " 
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Much oftener he is (if we are to believe him, aud not 
to set down his desperate threats and bemoanings to 
an appeal for pity) on the eve of a voyage, to put 
the sea between himself and the faithless one. There 
is strong reason to suspect that these voyages never 
came off, and that the poet's lively pictuies of ship- 
wreck were drawn from imagination rather than ex- 
perience. But it was a telling appeal to herald his 
departure, picture his perils, and reproach the fair 
one with her indifference : — 
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As airily thou trimmest thy locks as thou didst yester- 
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And leisurely with tireless hands thy person dost 
adorn ; " 

and not less effective to return to the subject, after 
the supposed disaster had occurred, with a slight in- 
fusion of generous blame towards himself. There 
would have been infinite pathos in the elegy which 
follows, if only it had been founded on facts. But 
it was a dissuasive to Cynthia's fickleness, not the 
description of a fait accompli : — 

" Rightly I'm served, who had the heart to fly ! 
To the lone halcyons here I make my moan : 
Nor shall my keel its wonted port draw nigh — 
Adrift on thankless shore my vows are thrown. 

Nay, more ! the adverse winds espouse thy side ! 

Lo 1 in rude gusts how fiercely chides the gale ! 
Will no sweet Peace o'er yon wild tempest ride ? 

Must these few sands to hide my corpse avail 1 
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Nay, change thy hars-h comphtinte for milder tones ! 

Let night on yimder shoais my pardon buy. 
Thou wilt not brook to leave unumed my bones : 

Thou wilt not face my loss with taarleaa eye. 

Ah ! perish he who first \cith raft and sail 
The whirlpools of a hostile deep essayed! 

Liefer I'd let my Cynthia's whims prevail, 

And tarried with a hard, yet matchleaa, maid — 

Than scan a shore with unknown forests girt. 
And strain mine eyes the welcome Twins to right. 

At home had Fate but stilled my bosom's hurt. 
And one lost stone o'er bnried love lain light, 

She should have shorn her tresses o'er my tomb. 
And laid my bonea to rent on cushioned rose, 

Called the dear name above the dust of doom. 
And bade me 'neath the sod tincrushed repose. 

Daughters of Doris, tenants of the deep, 
Unfurl the white sail with propitious hand; 

If e'er sly Love did 'neath your waters creep. 
Oh! grant a fellow-slave a kindly strand," 

-<I. xrii.) D. 

Perhaps upon tho principle of omne ignotiim pro 
magnijica, the theme of shipwreck was a favourite one 
with Propertins, who elsewhere vouchsafea to Cynthia 
an elegy depicting hia dream of Buch a fate betiding 
her in the Ionian aea : — 

" Thy vessel's shivered timbers round thee strewn. 
Thy weary hands for succour upward thrown, 
Confessing all the falsehoods thou hadst told, 
While o'er thy matted bail the waters rolled," 
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It will be seen in the third line that he was not 
ahove administering a covert reproof in the midst 
of poetic compliments ; but the latter certainly pre- 
dominate, as he declares that in her extremity, as it 
seemed, he often feared lest 

" In the Cynthian sea, 
Sailors should teU thy tale, and weep for thee ; " 

and lest, if Glaucus had beheld her bright eyes as she 
sued for help — 

" The Ionian sea had hailed another queen, 
And jealous Nereids would be chiding thee, 
Nissea fair, and green Cymothoe." 

The dream, says the poet, became so painful, that he 
awoke amidst the imaginary operation of taking a 
header. But in his waking thoughts, and in con- 
templation of a real voyage, he volunteers to bear her 
company, with protestations that 

" If only from mine eyes she never turn, 
Jove with his blazing bolt our ship may bum : 
Naked, we'll toss upon the seK-same shore — 
The wave may waft me, if thou'rt covered o*er." 

—(III. xviii.) C. 

In another elegy of the same book we learn that her 
poet clearly believed that his mistress's destiny after 
such a catastrophe would be that of a goddess or a 
heroine. When an autumn and winter at Eome had 
endangered her life with malaria, he contemplates her 
apotheosis with the satisfaction of thinking of the com- 
pany she will hereafter keep : — 
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" Thou'lt talk to Scmele of beaut/B bane, 

Who by experience taiigbt will trust thy tale ; 
Queen-erowaed 'mid Hoiuer'a heroines thou'lt reign, 
Nor one thy proud prerogative assail," 

-(III. ».) 

On the whole, the rouml of topics of which Proper- 

tiua avails himself for the poetic service of Lis ladj-- 

' love ia extensive enough to furnish the most assiduous 

I lover's vade-mecum. He has Hoaga for her going 

out aad coming in. Ho haa serenades for her door at 

Home, wliich remind ua of the famous Irish lover ; he 

has soliloquies on her cruelty, addressed to the winds, 

and woods, and forest-birds ; he has appeals from a 

sick-bed, and the near prospect of death, out of which 

he anon recovers, and proposes, after the manner of 

-■era in all time — 

" Then let ua pluck life's roaes while we may. 
Love's longest term flits all too fast away." 

-(I. xix. 25.) 

And there ia one elegy in which he descends to threats 
of suicide, and another where lie gives directions 
for hia funeral, and preecribes the style and wording 
of his 



L 



" On my cold lips be tliy 3ast kisses preat, 

While fragrant Syrian nard — one box — thou'lt bum ; 
And when the blazing pile has done the rctt, 
Consign my relics to one little urn. 

Plant o'er the hallowed spot the dark-green bay, 
To shade my tomb, and theae two lines engrave : 

"tere, loathsonie ashes, lies the bard to-duy, 
Who of one love was aye the faithful alaTe."— (III. iv.) 



More amusing, perhaps, than most of his expressions 
of poetic solicitude for this volatile flame of his, is the 
elegy he indites to her, when she has taken it into her 
head to run down to the faahionahle watering-place of 
Eaiso, where his jealousy no doubt saw rocks ahead, 
though he is careful to disown any suspicions as to 
her conduct, and only urges in general terms that the 
place is dangerous. Here is his delicate caution in the 
eleventh elegy of the first book : — 

" When, thou to lounge 'mid Baise'a haunts art fain, 
Near road first tracked by toiling Hercules, 
Admiring now Theaprotos" old domain. 

Now famed Miaenum, hanging o'er the seas; 

Say, doat thon care for me, who watch alone T 
In thy love's comer haat thou room to spare ? 

Or have my laja from thy remembrance flown, 
Some treacherous stranger finding harbour there I 

Rather I'd deem that, trusting tiny oar, 

Thou guidest Blender akiff in Lncrine wave ; 

Or in a sheltered creek, by Teuthraa' shore, 
Doat cleave thy bath, as in lone ocean cave. 

Than for seductive whispers leisure find. 

Reclining softly on the silent sand, 
And mutual gods clean banish from thy mind. 

As flirt is wont, no chaperon near at hand. 

I know, of conrse, thy blameless character. 

Yet in thy fond behalf all court I fear. 
Ah ! pardon if my verse thy choler stir. 
Blame but my Jealous care for one so dear. 
A.c.s.s,, vol, iii. L 
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Mother and life beneath thy love I prize, 

Cynthia t« nie is home, relations, bliss ; 
Come I to friends irith bright or downcast eyes— 

Tis Cynthia's mood ta the sole cause of this. 

Ah I let her, then, loose Baiie's snares eschew — 
Oft from its gay parades do quarrels spring, 

And shores that oft have made true love untrue : 
A curse on them, for lovers' hearts they wring," — D. 

In contrast to his disquietude at her sojourn by the 
seaside should be read his calmer contemplation of 
her proposal to rusticate in the countir — a poem which 
evinces an exceptional appreciation of the beauties of 
nature, to say nothing of a rare vein of tenderness. 
Here she ia out of the way of tempters and begiulers 
by day and by night, afar from fashionable resorts, and 
the fanes and rites which cloak ao many intrigues : — 
" Sweet incenae in rude cell thou'lt burn, and see 

A kid before the rustic altar fall ; 
With naked ankle trip it on the lea, 

Safe from the strange and prying eyes of olL 



Awhile I must abandon Tenua' rites, 
And pay to Arteinia the bounden vow. 

I'll track the deer : aloft on pine-tree boughs 

The antlers hang, and urge the daring hound; 
Yet no imge lion in his lair TU rouse, 

Nor 'gainst the boar with rapid onset bound. 
My prowess be to trap the timid hare. 

And with the wingfed arrow pierce the bird, 
Where sweet Clitumnua hides its waters fair, 

"Neath mantling shades, and laves the snow-white h 
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Yet even into this quiet picture creeps the alloy of 
jealousy. The poet concludes his brief idyll with a 
note of misgiving ; — 

" My life, remember thou in all thy BchemeB, 
I'll come 1o thee era many days be o'er j 
But neither shall the lonely woods and streams, 
That down the mossy crags meandering pour. 

Have power to charm away the jealous pain. 

That makes my restless tongue for ever run 
'Tween thy sweet name and this love-hitter strain ; 

' None but would wish to harm the ahsent one.' " 
—{III. X.) C. 

Without professing to note the stages of Propertius's 
cooling process — a process bound to begin sooner or 
later with such flames as that which Qynthia inspired 
— we cannot but foresee it in his blushing to be 
the slave of a coquette, in his twitting her with her 
age and wrinkles, nay, even in the bitterness with 
which he reminds her that one of her lovers, Panthus, 
has broken loose from her taila, and commenced a 
lasting bond with a lawful wife. According to Mr 
Cranstoun's calculation, the attachment between Pro- 
pertius and Cynthia began in the summer of B,o. 30, 
and lasted, with one or more serious interruptions, for 
five years. The first book which ho dignified with 
her name, was published in the middle of b.o. 28. 
The others, and among them the fourth, which records 
the decline of the poet's affections, were left unfinished 
at his death. In the last two elegies of the fourth 
book, it ia simply painful to read tho bitter palinodes 
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addressed to lioi whom lie had eo belauded. He ia 
not ashamed to own that — 

" Though thine waa ne'er, Love knows, a pretty face, 
In thee I lauded every Tarioua grace " — 
and to declare his emancipation in tlie language oi 

" Tired of the raging aea, I'm getting sane, 
And my old scais are quite Bkin-wbole again." 

—(IV. iiiv.) 

And one sees rupture imminent when he indites such 
tannting words as follow ; — 

" At board and banquet have I been a jest, 
And whoso chose might point a gibe at me ; 
Full five years didat thou ray ataunoh aervioB test, 
Now shalt thou bite thy nails to And me free. 

I mind not feara — tmraoved by trick so stale ; 

Cynthia, thy tears from artful motivea flow ; 
I weep to part, but wronga o'er aobs prevail ; 

'Tis thou bast dealt lore's yoke its crushing blow. 

Threahold, aiiieu, tliat pitied ray distress. 

And door that took no hurt from angered hand ; 

But thee, false woman, may the inroads preas 

Of years, whose wrack in vain wilt thou withatanrl. 

Ay, seek to pluck the hoar hairs from their root ; — 
Lo, bow the mirror chides thy wrinkled face ! 

Now is thy turn to reap pride's bitter fruit. 
And find thyself in the despised one's place : 

Thrust out, in turn, to realise diadain. 

And, what thou didat in bloom, when eere lament : 
Suck doom to thee foretells my fateful strain ; 

Hear, then, and fear, thy beauty's punishment." 
—(IV. 26.) D. 



After this, one Bhould Lave said there was scant open- 
ing for reconciliation ; jet Mr Cranatoun, with some 
probability, aJdueea the aeventh elegy of the last book 
in proof that Cynthia, if aeparated at all, must have 
been reunited to her poet before her death. In it 
Propertiua represents himself as visited in the night- 
season by Cynthia's ghost, so lately laid to rest beside 
the murmuring Anio, and at the extremity of the 
Tiburtine Way, as the manner of the Romans was to 
bury. Whether he was in a penitent frame there 
might be some doubt, if the ghost's means of informa- 
tion were correct ; but certainly his testimony with 
r^ard to her — 

" That same fair hair had she, when first she died ; 
Those eyes — though scorched the tunic on her side" — 

points to his presence at her death and obsequies, and, 
presumably, to his reconciliation, prior to that event. 
Ifot, indeed, that the ghost's uphraidings testify to 
much care or tenderness, on her lover's part, before or 
after. She hints that she was poisoned by her slave 
Lygdamus, and that Propertius neither stayed her 
parting breath, nor wept over her bier : — 

" Ton might have bid the rest less haate to show. 
If through the city gates yon feared to go." 

But the truth was, another and a more vulgar mistress 
had stepped into her place : — 

"One for small hire who pUed hei nightly trade. 
Now sweeps the ground, in spangled shawl arrayed, 
And each poor girl who dares my face to praise, 
With douhle task of wool-work she repays. 






6 PROPERTIVS. 

My poor old Pctale, who used to bring 

Wreaths to my totub, is tied with dag and ring. 

Should Lalagu to ask a faTour dare, 

In Cynthia's name, she's fledged with whips of hair : 

Mygold-aet portrait — well the theft you. knew, — 

An ill-starred dowry from my pjre she drew." 

To cruelty towards her predecessor' b servants the 
new iniatreHS has added, it seems, the appropriation of 
her gold brooch. Aa Mr Cranatoun acutely notes, 
Cynthia must have died under Propertiua'a roof, c 
care, for him to have had the disposal of her personal 
ornaments ; and the inference is that death alone, a 
the poet had often vowed in the days of hia early devo- 
tion, finally and effectually severed a union so famous 
in song. Even the ghoat, whose apparition and whose 
claims on her surviving lover we have given &om Mr 
Palsy's version of the fifth book, seems to rely upon 
I influence over him not quite extinct, where shi 
enjoins him — - 

" Clear from my tonih the ivy, which in chains 
Of straggling stems my gentle bones retains. 
Where orchards drip with Anto's misty dew, 
And snlphur spring preserve the ivory's hne. 
Write a brief verse, that travellers may read, 
As past my tombstone on their way they speed, 
' In Tibur's earth here golden Cynthia lies ; 
Thy banks, Anio, all the more we prize.' " 

-(V. vii.) P. 

And she vanishes with a fond assurance that, who- 
ever may fill her place now, in a short time both will 
be together, and "his bones shall chafe beside her 
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bones." We have slight data as to the fulfilment of 
this prophecy — none, in fact, except the tradition of 
his early death. It is pleasant to assume that his * 
latter years were free from the distractions, heart-aches, 
and recklessness of his youth, and that, as time sped, 
he wrapt himself more and more in the cultivation 
of loftier themes of song, inspired by stirring history 
and divine philosophy. And yet, the world of song 
would have lost no little had Cynthia's charms not 
bidden him attune his lyre to erotic subjects, and taught 
him how powerful " for the delineation of the master- 
passion in its various phases of tenderness, ecstasy, 
grief, jealousy, and despair, was the elegiac instrument, 
which he wielded with a force, earnestness, pathos, 
and originality most entirely his own." 



CHAPTER UI. 



PROPBRTIUa AS A SlITGER OF NATIONAL ANNAtS 
AND I 



In the ninth elegy of the fourth book, PropertiuB bad 
promised, under the guidance and example of Mfecenas, 
to dedicate his Muse to grander and more national 
themea. He had encouraged the hope that he would 



" Sing lofty Palatine where browsed tbe steer — 

Rome's battlements made strong through Remus slain — 

The royal Twins tlie she-wolf came to rear — 

And loftier themes than these, ahonldst thou ordain ; 

I'll sing our triumphs won in East and West, 
The Parthian shafts back-showered in foul retreat, 

Pelusiuni's forta by Roraan steel opprest, 
And Antony's self-murder in defeat ; " — C 

and that hope he appears to have satisfied in the latter ' 
years of hia life by re-editing some of his earlier Roman 
poems, and enlarging the list of them by added elegies. 
In the firat half of the first elegy of bis last book 
appears a sort of proem to a volume of Eoman ' Faati,' 
to which were to belong euoh elegies as " Vertunmue," 
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"Tarpeia," the "Ara Maxima" of Hercules, and the 
"Legend of Jupiter Feretrius," and the " Spolia Opima," 
as well as euch stirring later ballads of the empire in 
embryo aa the " Battle of Actium." It would Beem 
that the poet was either disinclined for hia task or 
dissatisfied with his success ; for it is probable that 
most of those we have enumerated are but revised 
and retouched copies of earlier work, whilst the gems 
of tho book, " Arethuse to Lycotaa " and " Corneha," 
are in another vein, of another stamp, and, as it seems 
to us, o£ a more mellow and perfect finish. That 
Propertius never approached the task of historic elegy 
with his whole heart, or even with the liveliness 
and versatility with which Ovid afterwards handled 
kindred topics in his ' Fasti,' peeps out from the ab- 
rupt cutting short of the " Early History of Eome " in 
the first elegy, and the supplenient to it in a wholly 
different vein, where we are introduced to a Babylonian 
seer, and made acquainted with several data of the 
poet's personal history. The earlier portion has been 
ascribed to the period before bis connection with 
Cynthia : the latter, which ia not now to our purpose, 
belongs to his later revision-period. Perhaps it was 
the grandness of the programme that eventually con- 
vinced him of its intractability ; yet none can regret 
that the poet did not hum the half-dozen proofs of 
what ha might have achieved as a poetic annalist or 
legend-weaver. To take for example the first elegy — 
from the version of Mr Paley, who in these Eoman 
elegies is always accurate and often not unpoetical — 
there is fancy and pictureaqueness in the description 
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of tlia olden abode of the foundere of Eoi 
Palatine, which waa twice burnt in the reign 
tus, but the commemoration of which was dear to the 
powers that were in Propertiua'a day:- 

""Wbere on stepa above the valley B«mns' cottage rises 

high, 
Brothers twain one hearthstone made a mighty principality. 
By that pile, where now the senate aita in bordered robes 

arrayed. 
Once a hand of akin-clad fathers, clownish milida, their 

council made. 
"Warned by notes of shepherd's bugle there the old Quiritea 

Many a time that chosen hnndred congress held in meadows 

O'er the theatre's wide bosom then no flapping awning 

swung ; 
O'er the stage no saffron eBsenee cool and grateful fragrance 

flung. 
None cared then for rites extemal, none did foreign gods 

import. 

Native sacrifice the simple folk in fear and trembling sought. 

No Pariha then the people kept with heaps of lighted hay, 

Kow with horse's blood we render luatral rites of yesterday." 

—(V. i. 10-20.) 

The Parilia, or Palilia, were the rural festival already 
described in the third chapter of the sketch of Tibullua 
(p. 126), and a contrast is intended here between the 
rude bonlire of early days and the later lustration, for 
which the blood of the October horse was de rhgle. 
The poet proceeds to surround early Rome with all 
the proud vaunts of its legendary history — its Dardaa 
origin, its occretiona from the Sabine wamon and 
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TuscBoi settlers, its gbry in the legend of the she- 

" Nought beyond the name to Roman nui'sliiig from, hia 

Save that from the wolf that reared him wolfish blood he 
still retaina'-— 

a sentiment which Lord Macaulay embodies in hlB 
" Prophecy of Capys:" — 

'' But thy nurse will bear no master. 

Thy nui'se will bear no load, 

And woe to them that shear her. 

And woe to them that goad j 

When all the pack, loud baying, 

Her bloody lair BurroundB, 
She dies in silence, biting hard, 

Amid the dying hounds." 

The historic part of the elegy closes with a fine rhap- 
sody, in which its author aspires to the glories of a 
nobler Ennius, and repeats his less ambitious claim to 
rank as the Roman Callimachus. In the second elegy 
of this book, Vertunmus, the god of the changing year, 
is introduced to correct wrong notions aa to hia name, 
functions, and mythology, with an evident penekant 
for that infant etymology which is so marked a feature 
in the ' Fasti ' of Ovid, In the fourth — a most beauti- 
ful and finished elegy — the lOYe-story of Tarpeia, if an 
early poem, has been ao retouched as to make us regret 
that Propertius had not resolution to go on vrith hie 
rivalry of " father" Ennius. It opens with a descrip- 
tion of the wooded dell of the Capitoline hill, beneath 
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the Tarpeian rook where, to the native fancy, La 
belle Tarpeia stUl is to be seen at intervals, bedecked 
with gold and jewels, and dreaming of the Sabine 
leader for whose love she was content to prove trai- 
tresH, To a stream or fountain which it enclosed she 
had been wont to repair to draw water for Vesta's 
service, and thence chanced to eapy Titus Tatius, the 
Sabiae leader, engaged in martial exercises. With 
HO sordid thirst of gold, as the Tarpeia of Livy, but 
smitten by the kingly form, the maiden lets Vesta's 
fire go out in her preoccupied dreams ; — 

" Oft now the guiltless moon dire omens gave. 
Oft to the spring she stole her locks to lave : 
Oft silver lilies to the nymphs she bare. 
That Roman s|>ear that handsome £ice might spare:" 

and BO often did she brood and soliloquise over her 
comely knight, that at last her scheme of treachery 
took form and substance, and the rural festival, which 
was Rome's founder's holiday, afforded meet oppor- 
tunity for her betrayal of the city by the secret postern, 
from which she found daily egress ; — 

" To slack the watch the chief his guards had told, 
The trump to cease, the camp repose to hold. 
Their time is hera r Tarpeia seeks the foe. 
The contract binds, herself the road to show. 
The ascent was hard, the feastera feared no fraud, 
The barking dogs are silenced by the sword : 
Fatigue and wine broaght slumber : Jove alone 
Wakes that the traitress may her crime atone. 
The gate is opened, passed ; the fort betrayed; 
The day of marriage chosen by the mwd. 
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But Rome's pioud foeman is by honour led : 
' Many,' he cried, ' climb thus my royal bed ! ' 
He spoke : his comrades' shields upon hei thrown, 
She sank o'erwhelmed — meet treaoliery for her owd. 
From him, the aire, the rotk received its name ; 
He lost a daughter, but he gsdned a foDie." 

—(V. iv. ad fin.) P. 

Treachery akia to Tarpeia'a ia familiar to the readers 
of the legends of many lands ; and there ia in the 
Norman-French legend of " Fulk Fitzwarin" in our 
own chronicles an account of the capture of Ludlow 
Castle, or Dynan, through the treachery of one 
Marion de la Bruere, who was led to it by a secret 
passion for a captive knight, Sir Ernald de Lisle.* 

We must barely glance at the two poems in which 
Propertiua, with the same eye to early topography and 
to explanatory etymology, recounts the legends of 
Hercules and Cacua, and tlie origin of the title of 
Jnpiter Feretriua. The former poem has a fine par- 
allel in the eighth book of the ' ^neid ; ' the latter 
strikes the reader as an early effort of the poet, which 
would scarcely have been missed if it had not sur- 
vived. With the foundation by Hercules of tho Ara 
Maxima after hia punishment of Cacus for stealing the 
oxen of Geryon, he connects the low part of the city 
called the Velahram (where ha and Lis oxen rested, 
and near which Cacua plied his nefarious ti»de), 
through the sails (vela) which the first inhabitants 
used to navigate the swamp. The so-called Foram 
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BoariTim of local topography is referred to the lowing 
herds in the verses : — 

" My oxen, go, mj clab's last toil. 
Twice sought for, twice the victoi's aptuL 
Give tongue, my heevea, the wundB prolong : 
Hence men shall celehrate in song, 
For memory of my matchleaa might, 
The Forom from ox'-pasturea hight" 

— (V.ix. 15-30.) P. 

And the refosal of the maidens of the cell and spring 
of the Bona Dea to admit Hercules to approach, when 
athirat, the precincts which no male might enter under 
pain of blindness, ia made the immediate cauae of hia 
dedicating a mighty altar, turning the tables on the 
other sex, and serving by its consecration to com- 
memorate the hero's Sabine title of " Sancus." 

It may be a fair question whether these learned ety- 
mologies are as attractive an element in Propertius'a 
poetry as the phases of his love, or the praises of 
MiBcenas and Augustus, to say nothing of the laments 
over Pajtus and young Marcellua. Of the same fibre 
as these last-named elegies is the " Battle of Actium," 
in the fifth book, — a sort of Epiiiician poem of a date 
near the end of our poet's life, on the occasion of the 
quinqueimial Actian games established by Augustus. 
As if in act to sacrifice, the poet assumes the functions 
of a priest, and prefaces his song of triumph with all 
the concomitant ceremonies which Callijnachus intro- 
duces into his hymns. Our quotation shall be taken 
from Mr Paley's translation— when it is fairly launched, 
sample of descriptive poetry of high merit ; — 
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" A giilf called Phwburf Bay retires on Athamanian 

shores 
Where pent within the Ionian wave no longer chafes and 

Here memories meet of Julian fleet, of deeds ut Aotium 

Of safe and easy entrance oft by sailors' offerings won. 
'Twas here the world's vast onniea met ; the pine-biiilt 

galleys tall 
Seemed rooted in the sea, but not one fortune favoured all. 
The one Quirinlis, Troy-bom god, had with his curse 

Nor brooked the thought of Roman fleets by woman's 

lance subdued. 
On that side Caesar's fleet, the sails well filled with breezes 

And standards that in many a fight had flown victorionsly. 
Moved now the fleets, in crescents twain, liy Nereuis' self 

arrayed r 
The sheen of arms upon the waves in dimpling flashes 

played. 
Then Phmbus from liis Delos came, and hade it wait 

awhile 
Nor dare to move : for angry winds once bore that floating 

On CiEsar's ship astern he stood, and ever and anon 

A wondrous sight, a wavy light as from a torch there 

shone. 
No flowing locks adown Ms neck the vengeful god had 

brought. 
Nor on the shell to wake the spell of x>caceful music 

sought. 
But as with looks of death he glared on that Pelopid 

king, 
And caused the OreekB their dead in heaps on greedy pyres 

to fling ; 
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Or when he scotched the Python-snake, and all the might 
- diaanned 

Of tiioBB hu^e serpent coila, which erst the uuwariifce 
Muse alarmed." ^{V. t1 15-36.) P. 

Here, aa in the addreaa of Phcebua from the stem of 
Ai^uBtus'a galley, the poet is quickened to a fire and 
enthusiasm which befits hia subject, and of which the 
accomplished scholar from whom we have quoted is not 
insensible. In one line of it, the Bentiment, 
" It is the cmae that overawes or lends the soldier m^ht," 
is an anticipation of Shakespeare's adagial lesson, 
" Thrice is he anned that hath his quarrel just ; " 
and the bard's conclusion takes the form of pervading 
festivity, whilst it merely glances at the principal 
military exploits of Augustus, and hints that he 
should leave some "fields to conquer" to his sons. 

Yet after the taste of this heroic vein already given, 
it would he hard to part with Propertius upon ground 
where there is little room for his rare gift of pathos. 
And so two beautiful elegies which exhibit him at 
his beat, and in his tenderest mood, have been kept to 
the last. The one is the letter of Arethuse to her hus- 
band Lycotas on a campaign ; the other the imaginary 
appeal of the dead Cornelia to her husband, Paullus, 
The first is proof positive that Ovid does not deserve 
the credit which he claims in his ' Art of Love ' of 
having originated the style of poetry which we know 
as Epistles ; and Ovid never wrote anything so really 
pathetic and natural. Of both we are fortunate in 
having free yet adequate translations in graceful vend 
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by a lato scholar and man of afTaiia and letters, Six 
Edmund W. Head, to which we give the preference 
in preaenting them to English readers. Por "Are- 
thuse to Lycotas " it has been auggeeted with pro- 
bahihty that we might read in plain proae "jEha 
Galla to Poatumus," since in the twelfth elegy of 
the fourth book Propertius has addressed Terses to 
the latter on hia leaving his wife for an expedition 
against the Parthians. The question is nnimportant. 
It sufBces that the love-letter in the fifth book is a 
copy of the lorn bride's heart- pourings, very true to 
nature in its struggle between the pride of a soldier's 
wife and the love and jealous misgivings of a doting 



" Men tell me that the glow of youthful aheen 
No longer on thy pallid face they see ; 
I only pray such changes in thy mien 
May mark the fond regret thou, feel'st for me. 

When twilight wanes and sinks in hitter night, 
I kiss thy acsttercd arms, and reatlesa he, 

And tosa complaining till the tardy light 

Hath waked the birda that sing of mommg nigh. 

The scarlet fleece, when winter evenings close, 
I wind on shnttlea for thy warlike weeds ; 

Or study in what course Arases flows. 

And how the Partliians press their hardy steeds. 

I turn the map, and atruggle hard to learn 
Where God hath placed the land and where the et 

What climes are stiff with frost, what summers bum. 
And guess what wind niay waft thee home to me." 

A.c,a,8., voh iii. m 
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The simple expression of her lonely Jaya, and the 
little lap-dog that whinea for its master sharing her 
bed by night, — of her dread lest her lord should rashly 
provoke some single combat with a barbarian chief, 
and of her delight could she see him return safe, 
triumphant, and heart-whole, — are unmatched by any- 
thing in Fropertius, unless it be the elegy on the 
premature death of Cornelia, in which she ia supposed 
by the poet to console hor widower husband, jEmilius 
Paullus, the censor and friend of Augustus. The 
theme had elements of grandeur in Cornelia's ancestry 
(she was daughter of P. Cornelius Scipio and Sorih- 
onia), and in the vindication, as from the dead, of her 
fair fame and due place among honoured elders, which 
had seemingly been unjustly assailed. Cornelia died 
in 16 B.C. ; and if the poet's death occurred in B.C. 15, 
■we may take this elegy, ns it would be pleasant to do, 
as his swan's song. It is not, like many poems of Pro- 
pertius, prodigal of mythology and Eoman annals, yet 
it appeals to both with force and in season. Where 
the speaker procLiims her blameless life and high 
descent before the infernal judges, she opens with 
the boast — 

" If any maid could vaunt her siies in Rome, 
Ancestrat fame was mine on either side ; 
For Spain and Carthage decked with spoil the home. 
Where Soipio's blood was matched with Libo'a pride." 
— E. W. H. 



And afterwards she pleads her readiness to have sub- 
jected her character and innocence to such teats as 



ihoBe of the famous Yestals, Claudia aud Emilia (the 
former the mover of a vesBel that had foundered in 
Tiber, the latter rekindler of Veata'a fire with her 
linen robe), if it needed 

" Judge or law to guide 
One in whose veins the blood of all her race 
Swelled with, the instinct of a conscious pride, 
And bade maintain a Roman matron's place.' 

In other stanzas breathes the distinctive prido of a 
mother who has borne sons to inherit an ancient 
lineage, and of a wife, who, even in death, has 
cherished her ambition of winning honour. But the 
climax of pathos is in the last verses, where she 
addresses her husband and children in order :— 

" Be careful if thou e'er for me shalt weep 

That they may never mark the tears thus shed ; 
Let it suffice thyself to mourn in sleep 

The wife whose spirit hovers o'er thy bed ; 

Or in thy chamber, if then wilt, aloud 
Address that wife as if she could reply : 

Dim not our children's joys with sorrow's cloud, 
But dry the tear, and check the rising sigh 

You too, my children, at your father's side 

In after years a step-dame if you see. 
Let no rash word offend her jealous pride, 

Nor indiscreetly wound by praising me. 

Obey his will in all : and should he bear 

In widowed solitude the ills of age. 
Let it be yours to prop bis steps with 

And with your gentle love thi 





I lost ui) child : 'twas mine in death to see 
Their faces ctuatetei round; nor should I grieve 

It hut the span of life cut off from me 
Could swell the years in store for those I leave." 
— E. W. H. 

It ia meet to part &om Fropertius with this lay on hi: 
lipflj which might make ua fain to beLeTe -what, ii 
truth, the facta and probabilities appear to forbid— 
the story of Pliny that, after Cynthia's death, the poet 
contracted a lawful union, and transmitted to a lawful 
iflBue the inheritance of his name and genius. It ia 
pretty certain that the poems to Cytithia are the chief 
memorial and representatives of these ; and indeed 
the sole, if we were to except the two exquisite poems 
last quoted, one or two others to his patrons, and 
a aong apropos of his " Lost Tablets." His compara- 
tively early death allows iis, by the light of a brief but 
brilliant life, to conceive ivhat he might have been. 
His extant books, and the loving paina bestowed c 
them by commentators and translators, have been of 
uae in picturing, in some measure, the man and the 
poet as he was. 
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